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INTRODUCTION 


Welcome to the pleasures of the night ... and to the hot, 
sexy world of Adam Carpenter. In these eight short stories 
and one novella, you'll be taken to dizzying new heights of 
erotic pleasure and romantic entanglements. You'll be 
transported to some of the most exciting cities in the world 
and even some fictional settings that you may wish you 
could just visit. Same for some of the characters you're 
about to meet, men who not only love other men, but lust 
after them. Who do such wonderful, wondrous things to 
them and with them. In these pages, sex may be the game 
but love is the prize. 


A few of these tales represent my initial forays into the 
world of erotic fiction—published a couple years ago and 
under a different name, now retired. So I'm thrilled to have 
them all published under the Adam Carpenter name. As 
you'll see, one early story, “In a City of Eight Million People,” 
is focused more on the romance between two men who 
happened to meet ... and then meet again; than the 
explosive heat between them. But it is no less sexually 
charged with desire. “The Spy Who Did Me” was written as a 
piece of whimsy, a spy caper set aboard an overnight train 
from Paris to Zurich—a journey | experienced, but alas, 
there was no sexy guy like Francisco to keep me company. 
And “Switching Positions,” is pure fantasy between a fan 
and a player, one that just fed off my love of baseball—you 
know, our other favorite past-time. 


A couple of the other stories here have helped inspire my 
full-length novels. “The Cactus League Society": a mix of 
east-coast high society and classic western, complete with 
cowboy lust, while set in the 1800s, helps set up the 


contemporary WONDERLAND trilogy, which includes 
“Desperate Husbands,” “Desperate Lovers,” and “Desperate 
Enemies.” (With thanks to Curtis C. Comer and Jeff Wilcox 
for their great contributors to those novels.) As for “Prelude 
to a Fling,” it's the perfect jumping off point for the exotic 
EUROPEAN FLINGS trilogy, featuring the romantic pull of 
“Passion in Paris,” the indulgent fantasy of “Rapture in 
Rome,” and the intrigue and danger of “Lust in London.” 
You'll also notice my appreciation for European destinations 
in the sexy short, “Arezzo Development,” another story set 
on a train with a sexy stranger, yet quite different in its 
approach than “Spy." 


Another contribution included here is “Hot Hot Hot,” an odd 
tale that was actually the very first story published under 
the Adam Carpenter name. It's a cute piece about a guy in 
West Hollywood who must own a particular pair of sexy 
Shorts; | like to think I've grown considerably since that early 
story. 


Finally, there are two pieces that | wrote specifically for this 
collection. The stand alone story, “The Sexiest Package,"— 
never before published in any form—again set in West 
Hollywood, concerns a contest at a gay bar on Santa Monica 
Boulevard with a big prize at the end. It's just good old 
fashioned sexy fun and it's a sure-fire start to this anthology. 
And finally there is the novella-length, steamy “A Yearly 
Tryst,” which Ravenous Romance has released as a special 
single. It's the longest piece in the collection and the final 
entry, showcasing one of my favorite, sexiest creations— 
Johnny Lee Capstone of “Dude Ranch.” But a surprise awaits 
readers near the end, as Johnny Lee encounters a cutie from 
another novel, “Secret Flames.” | just love when Adam's 
fictional worlds collide—the “world of Adam Carpenter” 
indeed. (There's even a quick mention of Johnny Lee in 
“Desperate Enemies.) 


If there's a common theme among these stories, it's that 
Adam Carpenter likes his men to be ... men. They are 
fiercely independent, determined, and confident in 
expressing their passions and indulging their unquenchable 
desires. From hot cowboys to hotter fireman, buttoned-up 
city boys and country cuties, the sexy men of Adam 
Carpenter's world are virile and vital, handsome and hunky, 
and quite often hairy. Ultimately, Adam Carpenter's men are 
filled with an insatiable zest for life, love, and lust. 


Enjoy the delights that await you, whether nocturnal or not. 
—Adam Carpenter 
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THE SEXIEST PACKAGE 
"Receipts are down. Cash flow is down. So is my mood." 


Ed Roberts hated when life's troubles got to him. He 
remembered the days when life was fun and carefree and 
no one seemed to have a care in the world, himself 
included. Now the newscasts were filled with sturm und 
drang about the economy and how no one was spending 
money, no one was going out; heck, no one had jobs. He'd 
always enjoyed working for himself, being his own boss. 
Given the state of affairs these days, unemployment on the 
rise, he was glad to be in this position. Yet it still affected 
him. Truthfully, he'd started to dip into his savings to help 
covers costs at the bar he owned and co-managed. 


Ed's partner—in every sense of the word—was sitting behind 
the computer and checking the latest news from 
Washington. The president was fielding questions about the 
economic woes. Same old news, he'd heard it all before. So 
he rose from his seat and approached Ed. Standing behind 
him, he massaged Ed's shoulders to help ease the tension. 
“Things will get better. A new administration is in the White 
House and sure, it's not going to be an overnight fix but 
we'll get out of this mess. We have to, we're America, the 
richest country on the planet." 


"Corey, it's that arrogance that got us in trouble in the first 
place,” Ed said. “Regardless, we need to come up with a 
plan now, to help us get through the next couple of months. 
Things have to start looking up. Remember when life was 
fun? Not hard?" 


"Speaking of hard ... maybe this will help your mood,” Corey 
said, his voice taking on a more playful tone. 


Ed looked up, noticed the hardening beneath the denim 
jeans Corey was wearing. He set down the financial 
documents he'd been going over and contemplated the 
sight before him and what it meant. Since the moment they 
met seven years ago, there had been one constant in their 
relationship—Corey's love of blow jobs. Giving them, sure, 
but definitely receiving them. Seems he was permanently 
horny. After all, it was only four-thirty in the afternoon and 
they were supposed to be solving the main problem of how 
to bring more cash into the bar. Faced with the burgeoning 
bulge in his pants, though, Ed knew any resistance was 
futile. Don't get him wrong, he loved to service his man. 
Truthfully, it's what he'd first noticed about Corey, his 
impressive ... uh, package. Even before he'd seen his face, 
because it was on a day years ago that he'd bent down to 
retrieve a scarf off the floor and when he'd looked up he'd 
seen this guy ... or at least his crotch, belly up to the bar. 


Ed remained in his chair as Corey stood before him. Rubbing 
at his crotch, his cock strained against his jeans. With an 
easy motion, Ed unsnapped the jeans and pulled down the 
zipper. Corey maneuvered his jeans down over his legs, 
followed by his boxers. Then his cock popped out—long and 
cut, surrounded by a light dusting of blonde hair. Corey was 
a natural blonde and as such had very little hair on his body; 
Ed, with his dark hair and goatee, was the bear of the 
twosome. 


Taking hold of the shaft, Ed leaned in and wrapped his 
tongue around the thick head. He sucked it, licked, and 
rubbed it against his thick goatee. Corey shuddered with 
excitement; Ed knew how much he loved that. With one 
hand, Ed drew the cock closer to his mouth and then took in 
the tip, then more of the cock's shaft, more still. His own 
cock stirred, and he used his free hand to maneuver it out of 
his pants. 


Just then Corey reached down and grabbed at it. Ed's cock 
was noticeably thicker but stubbier; when he fucked Corey it 
would initially hurt, even after all these years. Corey pulled 
at his cock while Ed sucked him off. The motions were fast, 
furious, and the suckling noise began to fill the small office. 
Just then Ed reached behind, inserting a finger inside 
Corey's ass. His buttocks reacted with surprise; this wasn't 
one of Ed's usual moves. Driving his finger further, the 
power behind the blow job grew exponentially. Ed could feel 
the cock thickening, the balls growing tighter. Corey was 
getting ready to blow. 


He pulled the cock out and again rubbed it against his 
goatee. All the while he watched Corey's expression, the 
look of ecstasy on his face at the rough sensation of beard 
against soft skin. 


A cry of pleasure erupted out of Corey's mouth, and seconds 
later came the eruption from his cock. Hot come jerked out, 
covering Ed's face with gooey spurts, dripping off the 
goatee. Still, he hadn't moved his hand from Ed's cock, and 
now he pulled at it with renewed determination, to bring his 
lover to the great climax that he had achieved. 


The pressure inside his cock gave way, and soon Ed was 
shooting his come all over Corey's hand, his breath coming 
in short, hungry gasps. Whatever ailed them financially, 
there was certainly nothing wrong with their sexual drive— 
or their passion for each other. 


"God, Ed, that was great. Just what | needed ... what we 
needed." 


"Yeah, amazing. A nice interlude in the midst of all our 
troubles..." 


"Troubles, troubles. We'll figure it out." 


"Sooner rather than later,” Ed said, watching as Corey put 
his nice package back together. 


In the background, they could hear the television; the 
president was still going on about his stimulus package and 
how it was going to help each and every American— 
eventually. Ed stole a look back at Corey, at his very sexy 
package. It wasn't stimulated anymore, but it had been just 
minutes ago. Ed chuckled at the play on words. And that's 
when the light bulb went off over his head. 


"A contest,” he exclaimed. 
"What are you talking about?" 


"The solution to our financial problems, a way to stimulate 
business. | know the perfect way to get folks back into our 
club, drinking, and having a good time like the old days. And 
spending money. Check this out—Club Right Now Presents 
the ‘The Sexiest Package” Runway Contest Extravaganza." 


Corey just laughed. “You know what, that's the craziest, 
most perfect idea I've ever heard. Guys with big ones, they 
love to let people know all about them. It'll be curious to see 
if any of other regulars join in—I've often wondered just 
who's packing—and who's faking. And word of the contest 
will spread, we'll be sure to get new customers. Only in the 
gay bar scene do we prefer things to come in big packages.” 
And then he paused. “Time for the big boys to step up. 
Which, of course, is why it will be a smashing success—and 
why I love you the way | do." 


x kx OK OX 
They called it Club Right Now for a good reason. It attracted 


a certain clientele, gay men that weren't looking for a 
relationship, not looking for a date or someone to attend 


theatre. Nope, this was a place to meet, talk, hook-up if you 
will. Hell, it was West Hollywood, for goodness sake. Most of 
that hot action took place during the late-nights and 
weekends, but at seven o'clock on a quiet Tuesday night, 
the bar was just a place for some guys to de-stress over a 
couple drinks. 


Sitting in a front booth that looked out at Santa Monica 
Boulevard were three such friends: Matt, Dante, and Sally; 
their fag hag friend. Matt and Dante, once a couple, had 
settled into “just friends” status. There were all in their late 
twenties, attractive, and at the moment, kind of poor. They 
were all sipping at cheap beer rather than fancy, fruity 
cosmos, lamenting the state of unemployment. 


"Think Canada has any jobs?” Dante asked. 


"| need more than a job ... | need fast, ready cash to pay 
next month's rent,” Matt said. 


It was the twentieth of the month and time was running out. 


"The economy, it's all anyone ever talks about anymore,” 
Dante said. “I mean, look at us—we're in a gay bar in WeHo, 
Supposed to be having fun. By the way, where is everyone?" 


"Yeah,” Sally said. “This place is like deads-ville." 


They looked around and saw only a handful of other barflies, 
all of them subdued. Even the muscled bartender, usually so 
jovial, was lost in thought. Of course he was as dim as a 
model, and so how much thought was actually happening 
was anyone's guess, that's what Dante said. They all got a 
good laugh over that one, livening up the place for a 
second. A couple guys looked their way and the gang 
couldn't be sure, but they think they were just “shushed." 


"What is this, a fucking library?” Matt asked. 


A sudden commotion from the back room answered that 
question. Matt recognized the two owners, Ed and Corey, as 
they emerged from their offices. In their hands they held a 
couple of make-shift posters and materials with which to 
hang them; they also carried a manila file folder, 
overflowing with documents. 


"What's going on?” Matt asked as Corey walked past their 
table. 


"Oh, hey guys, just something fabulous we dreamed up a 
couple hours ago. We've been working on the details and 
can't wait to tell everybody. It's gonna put Club Right Now 
back on the map." 


A few minutes went by, curiosity growing as Ed and Corey 
went about hanging the sign over the bar. Their actions 
drew more onlookers from the street, and suddenly the 
bartender had stopped drinking and started serving. Matt 
and Co. even ordered a second round of beers. Another five 
bucks was worth it, they figured, to see what all the fuss 
was about. 


At last the sign was posted and Ed and Corey stepped away 
from it for all to read. 


THE SEXIEST PACKAGE. WIN $1,000! 
"What the fuck?” Sally asked. 
Dante just laughed. 


Matt stared at the sign. Thinking. 


The contest was scheduled for this Friday night at midnight; 
the first twenty-five guys who signed up would be entered in 
the contest and be eligible to win the big bucks. Matt knew 
that money would save his ass, but was he really willing to 
show said ass to get it? 


Corey came around to their table, placed flyers in front of 
them that they could take with them, spread around the 
neighborhood, give to friend to help get the word out. 


"It's gonna be the party of the year,” he said. “Hope you 
guys will be here for it. Sally, you too. Girls are aloud—but 
remember, this is a homo bar, so no touching. Just ogle. 
Matt, how about it, you gonna be here, maybe even enter 
the contest?" 


Even in the dimness of the bar, Matt flushed. 


Sally gave him a curious look. “Uh, Matt, something you're 
not telling me?" 


Dante was nodding his head emphatically. “Hey, | should 
know. Matt's got one of the best and biggest packages I've 
ever seen." 


"And you've seen an awful lot,” Matt interjected. He looked 
back at the sign, at the promise of one thousand dollars, 
and then he looked back at Corey. “Uh, no nudity, right?" 


"No, we don't exactly have a license for stuff like that. Just 
wear your tightest, skimpiest briefs—trust me, a room full of 
gay men and their fag hags, we'll know what's real and 
who's packing some socks. Okay, boys and girls, gotta go 
spread the good word. See you Friday." 


As Corey drifted off to talk to some of other patrons, Matt 
found both of his friends staring directly at him, waiting 


expectantly for an answer. Matt decided he wasn't having 
any of it. “No way. I'm not that hard up." 


"Interesting choice of language,” Dante said. 
"You're such a dick,” Matt replied. 


"Honey, if that was the case, it would be me up there. But 
you know and | know and now Sally knows, not that I've 
ever received any complaints in that department, I'm not 
exactly of award-winning—or contest-winning—proportions." 


"Ooh, Matt. I'm impressed,” Sally said. “Count me in. I'll be 
here." 


"See how you're already helping out Ed and Corey? What 
would happen if they had to shut this bar down. We'd have 
nowhere friendly to go, and all because you wouldn't show 
off your generous ... uh, shape." 


Matt just shook his head. Then he drank his beer. 
Then he finished his beer. 


He wanted another. He couldn't afford it. Shit, he couldn't 
afford rent, either. 


He got up from the booth, his friends wondering what he 
was doing. 


"Hey Ed, Corey? Sign me up." 
Both men grinned. “Twenty four men to go." 
"Just the way | like it,” Dante said with a leer. 


"Club Right Now is back!" 


"Shit,” Matt said, resigned to his fate. 


* OK OOK OX 


Friday night arrived and Matt couldn't eat. It felt like 
butterflies had filled his entire stomach and there was no 
room for anything substantive. He still had three hours 
before he was supposed to be at the club, and good thing, 
he certainly wasn't ready. He'd been going over his 
undergarment wardrobe choices all week, and still he hadn't 
settled on which one he would wear. Matt had a decent 
collection of boxers and briefs, most of which he used to just 
lounge around his apartment in. Right now, standing in front 
of the mirror, he checked out which color worked best. 
White, black, red, purple? It was February, he hadn't been 
paying much attention to his tan lines of late and so the 
tone differential between his torso and his crotch didn't vary 
much. 


He stole a look at himself, not just at his package but at the 
rest of his body. He was slim, thank God, and relatively 
hairless, thank God. His jet black hair was styled in that 
modern, tousled way that helped detract from the fact he 
was quickly approaching thirty. Still, he could just imagine 
some of the guys he might be competing against; big dicks 
were the order of the night, there was no getting around 
that. Matt wasn't ashamed about that part; heck, everyone 
Says size doesn't matter but who were they kidding? 


Just then Matt's front buzzer rang. He padded into the living 
room still dressed in his red briefs and opened the door. 


"Uh, hello!" 


It was Dante. “Give me a break. You've seen it all." 


"All being the key word. Especially tonight,” he said, his 
mood bouncing. He dropped a bottle of Grey Goose onto the 
kitchen table, opened it and poured out two shots. “Come 
On, you're gonna need this. | know you've got the goods, 
Matt. What you need is the self confidence, or at least a 
good buzz." 


With that, Dante knocked back the first shot and then 
poured himself another. Matt knew his friend was right, and 
so he downed that first shot too. The vodka was smooth and 
perfect. Matt reached for a second, finished it with one fast 


gulp. 


"Okay, time to get serious,” Dante said. “And no, the red is 
all wrong. So many guys will be wearing red, especially if 
they're tan. Come on, let's see what looks best on you." 


Being dragged into the bedroom by his ex-boyfriend to 
model tiny briefs, how had this gone from ridiculous to 
Surreal? 


"Come on, Matt, don't be shy ... like you said, I've seen you 
naked hundreds of times.” He slapped Matt's ass playfully, 
and Matt realized he was just trying to lighten the mood. 


So Matt slipped off the red briefs. He noticed Dante 
watching him. He also noticed that Dante looked darn sexy 
tonight, his dark hair slicked back and his skinny jeans 
tighter than a boa constrictor's embrace, his shirt open 
three buttons to reveal a thick triangle of curly chest hair. 
Dante was pure Italian, and he liked nothing more than 
showing off his impressive fur to any guy willing to come all 
over it. AS opposed to the more conservative Matt, who 
tonight just wanted to make some money, Dante had the 
knowing grin of someone looking to score. He absently 


scratched at his chest, and Matt felt his cock stir. He looked 
down to see himself getting hard. 


"Hello, what have we here?” Dante asked. “Uh, Matt, you 
know that can't happen during the contest, no hard-ons. 
Especially in your case—| think the judges would call that 
stuffing the ballot box." 


"Gee. Funny. Thanks." 


"Seriously, | think we need to do something about that, and 
now,” Dante said, his wicked grin growing wider. 


Matt shook his head, knowing exactly what the hairy whore 
wanted. You don't date someone for nine months and not 
get to know how to read the other's perpetually horny mind. 
“Uh, didn't we agree—just friends? We don't work as a 
couple, we argue all the time and you leave my apartment a 
total mess whenever you stay over and..." 


"Matt, you know what your problem is? You never give in to 
the moment. You always have to spoil the mood." 


Staring back at his friend through the reflection in the 
mirror, Matt tried not to look hurt. Here he was, about to do 
something he wouldn't normally do—strip down to his 
undies in front of perfect strangers—he was only doing it out 
of desperation. Even so, at the moment he was having 
second thoughts and now Dante had to come and ruined his 
sense of adventure. Even though Matt knew it was all true; 
he did live his life thinking about tomorrow rather than just 
enjoying the day. 


Fine. If he was going to be daring and show off his big 
package to a room full of strangers, so be it. Which meant 
then there was no reason why he couldn't just indulge, for 
now, in any other activity that turned him on. Looking 


suddenly to his friend, Matt, standing there in his briefest of 
briefs, started to rub his cock, watching as it strained 
against the tight material. 


"You want this big piece? Huh, Dante? You think you're doing 
me a favor, like a quick blow job now will avoid me getting 
hard during the contest? You want to help out? Okay, fine, 
put your money where your mouth is ... or rather, put your 
mouth where my money is.” With that Matt pulled off the 
briefs and out popped his impressive cock. Thick in the 
middle, long in the shaft, the head a generous bulb. He 
easily cleared eleven inches. 


Matt knew one thing: Dante couldn't resist such an 
enticement. The first couple months of their relationship, 
Dante had treated that cock like an ever-lasting gobstopper. 
Tonight seemed destined to be a repeat of those times. 


Dante quickly dropped to his knees and with one swift 
motion took the head of Matt's large cock inside his mouth. 
A feeling of warmth quickly spread through Matt's body and 
he shuddered. He grabbed hold of Dante's head, controlling 
it, urging him deeper down the thick shaft. Suck it, suck it, 
suck it, Matt whispered, his breath coming in short bursts, 
not unlike the orgasm that would surely rip through him. But 
not yet. 


He pulled out and Dante looked up at him, smiling. They 
both knew what was to come. Sucking wouldn't suffice. 


Matt grabbed his hand, pulled him up. He planted a kiss on 
Dante's mouth, his tongue instantly probing and tasting. 
Eagerly, his fingers toyed with the buttons of Dante's shirt 
until it was fully undone. Shit, Matt might have the cock, but 
Dante's body won handily in the fur department. Running 
his fingers all over Dante's strong chest, a blanket of dark 


hairy curls covering it, Matt felt his cock thicken and harden 
even more. He'd missed the surprising, silky softness of his 
friend's carpeted chest. The first man Matt had fucked after 
they'd broken up had been smooth, and it felt weird not to 
wake up with a rug burn after a hot night of sex. He grabbed 
hard at the thick tufts, heard Dante cry out with passion. 


As they kissed, Dante let his pants drop to the floor and 
expertly maneuvered out of them. Then, he backed up on 
the bed, his feet in the air. Matt came at him, reached into 
the side drawer near his bed for the box of condoms and 
bottle of lube. A quick swipe into the crevice of Dante's furry 
cheeks, Matt quickly rolled the magnum-sized condom down 
his cock and then he positioned himself atop his once and 
future lover. Their eyes met and for the briefest of moments 
they questioned what they were doing. But intensity and 
desire easily won out over rationality and suddenly Matt 
began to push his fat cock deep inside Dante. 


"Ohh ... 00000,” Dante exclaimed, gritting his teeth and 
waiting for that giant head to pierce through and fully enter 
him. 


Matt placed his hands on Dante's chest, rubbing at the thick 
fur while his cock worked its way in. At last, he was fully 
inside and the pain on Dante's face gave way to pleasure. 
Matt began to buck, to fuck, to pound and grind, his eager 
thrusts met with cries of pleasure coming from Dante. 


"Yes, give it to me, now ... now, faster ... deeper ... give me 
that huge cock ... oh fuck..." 


Dante's fierce words drove Matt into a wild frenzy. He 
pushed his cock as deep as he could, grunting with each 
aggressive thrust. He was lost in a world of pure ecstasy; 
the sex between them had always been good, probably the 


best part of their relationship, and now was just further 
proof of that. Neither stopped, neither slowed, pounding and 
fucking, the room filled with their animal coupling. Matt's 
mighty cock continued to pound, pound, pound, and Dante 
met each thrust with total abandon. 


Dante own cock was leaking pre-cum, and he grabbed hold 
of it. He rubbed it against Matt's belly, turned on further by 
the wet streak it left in its wake. Suddenly Dante cried out, 
and his cock shot out hot, determined bursts of come. It 
shot all over his belly and chest, soaking the dark hair. The 
sexy, dirty sight was more than Matt could handle. He felt 
pressure build from his toes to a spine-tingling sensation 
that threatened to overwhelm him. He couldn't wait. He 
thrust again, and again, once more before the eruption 
occurred. His fat cock exploded, and jut after jut of come 
shot against the wall of the condom deep inside Dante's ass. 


"Ohhh, ohh fuck,” Matt exclaimed. 


He came to rest on top of Dante, his sweat mixing with the 
come splattered all over his chest. They kissed, briefly, and 
smiled. Just what were the words behind those smiles, Matt 
wasn't ready to ask. Their relationship had always been 
complicated, and now it was even more so. Good thing there 
was distraction waiting for them. Matt looked over at the 
clock. 


"Shit ... the contest. It starts in a half-hour." 


"Yeah, well, who was the one who decided to fuck me for so 
long?" 


"Complaining?" 


"Not at all." 


"Come on, a quick shower and then let's head over to Club 
Right Now. I've got a contest to win." 


"If anyone saw what we just did, you'd win hands down. 
Fucking sexy package indeed. How have | gone without it for 
so long?" 


"Are you saying what | think you're saying?" 
"I think so, yeah." 


With a conspiratorial look back at his friend, Matt did one 
last shot of Grey Goose. He felt energized now, by the 
booze, by the sex, and by the fact that at his side was the 
man he still loved. 


* OK OOK OX 


Club Right Now was alive with techno-pop dance music 
pounding against the walls and flooding out into the street 
whenever someone opened the door. It was a cool L.A. 
night. Mmen (and some women) were lined up down the 
block, waiting for their chance to get into this suddenly hot 
spot. With a thick-necked, thick-armed bouncer at his side, 
Cory had insisted on working the main door, holding a 
clipboard with the list of the names of tonight's 
“contestants.” They were all accounted for but two, 
including one of their regulars and actually the first guy to 
sign up: Matt Trawley. 


"Watch the door—no one gets in right now,” Corey said. “I'm 
gonna go see if my guys are stuck on this line." 


Corey started down the sidewalk of Santa Monica, keeping 
his eyes peeled for the two remaining components to the 
night's festivities. Standing about three quarters down the 
line, he spotted one of the two, a guy named Sven Dibbler. 


He was hard to miss: the guy was like pure concrete, big 
muscled, with a large frame, and a shock of white blonde 
hair. Like some Swedish superhero, he was dressed in tight 
jeans and Corey could already see that this guy would be a 
leading contender. 


"Hey, Sven ... | told you to report to the front of the line,” 
Corey said. 


"Oh. Right. Sorry. Forgot." 


Dim bulb, Corey thought, guy probably couldn't put an 
entire sentence together. But who cared if the reaction to 
him was any indication. As Corey pulled the massive guy out 
of the line, catcalls and hollers echoed down the street. As 
he was approaching the front entrance to Club Right Now, 
Corey saw the other contestant and his friend, both of whom 
were running and out of breath. 


"Sorry I'm late,” Matt said. 


Corey looked from Matt to Dante and back and then shook 
his head. Gays, he thought, laughing to himself, sex first 
and everything else second. “Okay, boys, get inside and get 
suited up—or in our case, suited down. And remember, keep 
your moves clean. The fewer distractions up on our runway, 
the better chance you have to showcase your ... uh, 
package. Go stimulate the crowd." 


Matt went first, and Sven followed, leaving Corey and Dante 
at the front door. Dante gave the bar owner a quick look. 


"Surely you're not going to make me wait on that line,” he 
said. 


"Christ, Dante. Get inside." 


With that, Corey checked the last two names off his list and 
he himself went inside the noisy bar, ready to watch as Ed 
emceed the event. Things were looking good. The runway 
was all set, the bar area was packed, and the three 
bartenders on duty—including one last minute fill-in—were 
busy pouring drink after drink after drink. Corey watched for 
a moment as money was exchanged, credit cards were 
swiped. 


Ca-ching. Club Right Now was saved—for now. 


Let the show begin. 


* OK OOK OX 


"Ladies and gentleman, welcome to Club Right Now, I'm Ed 
Roberts, co-owner, and | have to say it's nice to see so many 
familiar faces as well as new friends. With the state of the 
world these days, we wanted to do something that was just 
pure fun. And here it is, the First Annual ‘Sexiest Package’ 
Extravaganza. Here are the rules—we've got twenty-five hot 
guys who are stripped down to the bare minimum, just a 
pair of briefs—which by the way, will be staying on their 
bodies, sorry...” He paused to let the crowd react 
appropriately. “But you're still gonna get an eyeful. After the 
first round, we'll bring the number down to ten, and then to 
five. From there you'll have to use your numbered piece of 
paper and write down which guy's package you're most 
impressed with. Okay, enough chatter. Let's party!!!" 


Ed signaled the DJ and the music swelled to a cacophonous 
level, with the Pet Shop Boys, “It's a Sin” pounding against 
the walls. And so it began. A parade of men, white and black 
and even an Asian guy with a tight little bum and a 
Surprising bump in the front of his briefs, strutted their stuff. 
Blondes, brunettes, a redhead too, most of them in gym- 


body shape, most of them smooth but some bucked the 
hairless trend and proudly showed off their chest pelts. 
Hoots, hollers, screams, applause, as one by one they 
walked the length of the runway. 


Matt was the sixteenth in line, just behind Sven. He'd taken 
a look at the ... competition, and sure there were some guys 
who might beat him in size, but it wasn't just the size of the 
member. Its shape mattered, and the brief you wore, how it 
cupped your balls and shaped your cock. It was style and 
substance. 


Okay, his turn. He took one look around him, couldn't 
believe the sight inside the bar. The spotlights were blinding 
him and he hoped he wouldn't do something foolish like fall 
of the stage. But once he was out there, a transformation 
took over. He realized how much he needed this win the 
prize money, and so whipping up a level of attitude and 
confidence that Dante had actually instilled within him 
earlier when they'd had sex, he made his entrance. 


All he heard was noise. All he saw was a sea of humanity. All 
he smelled was the mix of sweat and alcohol. But all he felt, 
well, that was something completely different. He felt alive, 
like he hadn't in some time. His troubles slid away— 
unemployment, the state of the world, his up-and-down 
relationship with Dante, his rent money and everything else 
—and a new man emerged. Strong, confident, and packing 
heat, it was perhaps the most erotic moment of his life. 


He knew to keep it simple, but he had to play the part, too. 
He slid his arm down his bare chest, rubbed it against his 
butt, touched everything but the briefs he wore and the 
package he highlighted. But then he realized he wanted to 
draw everyone's eyes ... there, just for emphasis, and so he 
slid both hands down his torso, his hands coming to rest 


against his hips. Eyes followed his hands and landed 
squarely upon his very stirring package. 


The effect gave Matt the edge. A fierce bump in enthusiasm 
rattled the wall of the club, and Matt heard it and what he 
did just then was smile broadly, and that sealed the deal. 
The crowd went wild for this cutey with a tight ass and the 
impressive bulge in his briefs. He made it to the top ten, and 
once again he was back out there, strutting like the 
champion he believed he was. But he wasn't oblivious to 
who else was still around. Sven stood next to him, and a few 
guys down were a black guy and that Asian guy. A real 
mixed bag, something for every taste. 


At last the final round came. Matt and the other nine guys 
stood there, waiting as Ed read the results. 


"Your top five: Sven ... Darius ... Tucker ... Matt ... and ... 
Hwung!" 


Matt breathed a sigh of relief as the five of them exited 
backstage, where they could take a breather. Beers awaited 
them, with Ed handing them out and shaking each man's 
hand. “Great job, guys, great job. Ten minute break, then we 
do the finale. Good luck." 


* OK OK OX 


Dante was standing on the bar, Sally at his side, along with 
a couple of their other friends they'd met up with. They'd 
hooted and hollered like the best of them whenever Matt 
made his entrance, and they clapped wildly when he made 
the final five. At one point Sally had looked over at Dante 
and exclaimed, “How could you have broken up with ... that? 
My God, | had no idea Matt was so stacked." 


That's when Dante confessed all, that maybe they were 
working their way toward each other. Maybe this contest 
would break Matt from his funk and they'd be able to 
concentrate on being happy again. “And truth be told, we 
made a major step forward tonight.” Then he grinned like an 
idiot and Sally just rolled her eyes. “You're such a slut. But 
at least | understand now why you are." 


Just then the contest resumed, with Ed returning to the 
stage. Dante screamed out, “Let's go, Matt!” and the crowd 
went wild. Ed simmered them down just a bit, and then once 
again the music swelled, a song called, ironically, “Up,” by 
this British all-girl band called The Saturdays. The guys 
returned to the stage, one by one, doing their thing down 
the runway, trying to keep their cocks down while the music 
blared about being “Up." 


Dante was having trouble keeping his own cock down. 
Watching Matt right now, thinking about their intense fuck 
session earlier and hopefully one that would happen later, 
Dante tried to distract himself by actually assessing the 
competition. The guy named Hwung, the Asian, had already 
garnered the nickname Well Hwung and with good reason, 
but still Dante couldn't see that guy winning. Darius was the 
black guy and there was always that myth about them and 
he was definitely proving the myth as truth ... but there 
something about its shape that didn't appeal to Dante. Sven 
was next and he was just a tool—in his mind and his pants. 
He was probably the stiffest competition, but was sweating 
something awful and he actually kept wiping it from his 
brow. His briefs looked wrong, too. Tucker was the last of the 
competition, and with his dark hair and olive-toned skin he 
was certainly gorgeous, but Dante thought the guy's 
hairiness worked against him—the way the lights hit him, 
the black hair of the guy's body gave him a wolfish 
appearance. The cock looked impressive, though. 


And then there was cute, cuddly Matt. The All-American boy 
with the nice body, his briefs clinging to him like they owned 
him and showcasing his package perfectly. If the boys in this 
bar could see it in its full glory, there would be no 
competition at all. Matt would win, hands down, cocks up. 


The contest ended, the music died down, and everyone 
went for fresh drinks while Ed and Corey themselves 
rounded up the ballots. Dante and Sally and all their friends 
of course voted for Matt, and they had encouraged a bunch 
of the guys near them to vote the same. Still, Dante was 
worried. Worried about what losing would do to Matt's 
mood, would he feel like a sell-out who in the end had sold 
out for nothing? Worried about Sven winning, because he'd 
heard a lot of guys remarking on what they wanted that 
“blonde Adonis” to do to them later that night. 


Anticipation fed the crowd, and after thirty minutes—and 
more drinks being served, which certainly was the idea 
behind the contest—Ed and Corey both emerged onto the 
stage. A hush fell over the crowd, the music died down and 
the co-owners announced that they had the results. 


"But first ... our final contestants..." 


Darius entered, followed by Well Hwung and Matt, and then 
that Furry Tucker. Who was missing was Sven, and it got the 
crowd buzzing. Dante and Sally looked at each other, each 
of them seeming to say the same thing: something was up. 
They tried to read the expression on Matt's face, but he just 
stood there ... waiting, like the rest of us. He was wearing a 
pretty good poker face. 


"Folks, first of all,” Ed began, “Corey and | want to thank all 
of you for making this night so special, and for indulging us 
in our fantasy contest here. Though as you can see from our 


gifted contestants, some fantasies actually do come true. 
I'm here to announce that we do, indeed, have a winner, 
one whose pants will be endowed...” Pause, laughter ... 
“with a cash prize of one thousand dollars. Now ... wait, yes, 
| know, that's huge sum in today's economy, and we hope it 
will go a long way toward helping out our winner. But there's 
one other bonus that we decided to hold back on. The 
winner will also be given a chance, if he so chooses, to 
accept a bartending job at Club Right Now. Shifts and pay to 
be determined, but hey ... we expect to see you all back 
again and again and what better stimulus could there be 
than to see our reigning sexiest package winner behind the 
bar." 


Applause broke out all over the bar, including right up there 
on the stage. Matt had lost his poker face and had turned to 
stare right at the co-owners. This was clearly a surprise to 
everyone. 


"Now, some of you may have noticed that we are down to 
four contestants, and our Swedish hunk is not among them. 
It's unfortunate, but we had to disqualify him ... turns out, all 
wasn't as natural inside those briefs as we thought. So, 
Sven broke the rules and it was discovered only after the 
votes had been counted. Too bad he did that, because Sven 
would have won..." 


Boos and shouts of recall and other ridiculous comments 
were hurled at the stage, but Dante thought the crowd was 
just doing that because it was expected. Sven had stuffed 
and that was clearly against the rules. Butterflies danced in 
Dante's stomach to the point where he could barely stand to 
look up. But he did, and that's when his eyes zeroed right in 
on Matt's. Matt was looking right back at him, and they each 
smiled, a friendly gesture between two men who had true 
feelings for each other and that no matter the result tonight, 


they had a chance at happiness. The sex they'd shared 
hours ago, it wasn't just a release and a way to distract Matt 
from the contest, it had been a true expression between 
them, that together they could conquer any fear, overcome 
any challenge. 


Dante mouthed, “Good luck,” and Matt nodded, his smile 
widening again. 


Sally saw the entire exchange. “You gays, so sweet." 
“Bitch,” Dante said, and then hugged her support. 


"Gentleman, ladies ... and anyone in between,” Ed said, “I'm 
proud to announce the winner Club Right Now's First Annual 
‘Sexiest Package” Contest is ... Matt Trawley!" 


Dante screamed and Matt screamed and Sally screamed 
and their wild cries rose high above the thunderous roar 
from the crowd; nothing could compete with them—with 
Matt. With pride and a tear streaming down his cheek, 
Dante watched as Matt stepped up and accepted the 
ceremonial “check” from Ed and Corey. The other three 
contestants applauded politely, and afterwards they all 
hugged Matt. Then the remaining three were ushered off 
stage and Matt was to give his “Mr. Sexiest Package” victory 
strut. 


And he did, and he was amazing, because Matt had won and 
he'd earned it all, the money and, as it turned out, the job 
as a bartender here at Club Right Now. Fortunately, he 
didn't have to start right now, and the friends could spend 
the rest of the night celebrating. 


* OK OK OX 


Four a.m. and the last of the denizens of the night had 
escaped into the early L.A. morning. Club Right Now was 
finally closed down, its coffers overflowing with cash and 
credit card receipts. Only four people remained inside. Ed 
and Corey, and Matt and Dante. 


"Again, Matt, congratulations on your win,” Corey said. “I'm 
really happy for you, and also happy to add you to the Club 
Right Now family. You're going to be a real attraction here, 
and don't worry, we won't make you work in your briefs—all 
the time." 


“Funny,” Matt said. “But seriously, guys, | appreciate all 
you've done for me. You've saved my butt—oddly by 
showcasing my cock, but whatever—and now | don't have to 
move and | can pay my rent and who knows, maybe you've 
even salvaged my relationship with Dante. We kind of got 
back together tonight. Regardless, my mood has really 
sucked since the economy tanked and | have to say, as 
much as my package might have won tonight, it's your idea 
to stimulate the WeHo economy that really took top honors. 
Again, my thanks. Both of us thank you." 


"And to Sven, for being such a tool,” Dante said. 


They all laughed and raised their glasses to their sock- 
enhanced competitor. 


"Well, you guys can hang out for awhile,” Ed said. “The love 
of my life and | are going back to the office to count receipts 
and probably have a nice good celebration screw. Feel free 
to use the bar for whatever you like—a drink, or hell, you've 
earned it too, a good fucking. Dante sure looks like he's 
ready." 


They all looked over at Dante, whose pants were sporting an 
obvious hard on. 


"See,” Ed said, “that package works for everyone." 
They clinked bottles of beer and cheered better times. 
"To money." 

"To love." 


They knew both were coming just as soon as the dawn 
cracked over the L.A. horizon. 
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THE CACTUS LEAGUE SOCIETY 
A “Wonderland” Story 


When an eager dawn cracked over the glowing horizon and 
the first hint of light hit his eyes, Drew Saunders knew he 
was no longer in New York City. The morning was filled with 
the strangest of sounds: silence, along with a gurgling 
current from the nearby river. He stirred, stretched, sighed 
contentedly. Now this was the life he'd envisioned for 
himself, far away from his domineering father and failed 
expectations. 


His newly calloused hands instinctively reached out, ran 
across his face in an effort to wash away the sleepy 
remnants of the night. The first thing he felt were scratchy 
whiskers. A thought tried to process inside his brain, but it 
was addled still from the whiskey he'd knocked back last 
night while the campfire had waned into tendrils of smoke. 
Something didn't feel right; this was a full-beard his fingers 
were grazing. Unless he'd been asleep for eight days rather 
than eight hours and his scruffy face had grown its full 
complement of facial hair, then this face he was touching ... 
well, it just wasn't his. 


His eyes still closed, he allowed his mind to let other senses 
take over. He wondered about the warmth he felt, a pungent 
and hot air on his neck; pondered, too, the stench of cigar in 
the air. Drew did not smoke. Lastly, he heard a gentle 
Snoring coming from beside him, and he immediately knew 
he wasn't alone. Sleeping men snore; those awake simply 
do not. Confusion set about his brow as he tried to 
remember the previous night ... and still he came up with 
nothing. His drifting hand suddenly found a thicket of 


scratchy fur, and just then a wide smile of remembrance 
came to Drew's face. He allowed his eyes to at last open. 


Enhanced by the new day's bright orange sky, a flood of 
recent memories came back to him. Lying beside him, 
cradled beneath the blanketing, was a most handsome man, 
his sculpted and hairy body so peaceful in slumber, his face 
angelic beneath the heavy black beard. Johnson, he 
recalled, the man's name was Johnson ... Aquinas Johnson. A 
strange first name paired with a name found on so many, it 
just made him that much more distinctive, memorable ... so 
why then had Drew initially had trouble remembering? The 
empty bottle of homemade whiskey that lay between their 
bodies was enough of an answer. 


"Oh, yes. Oh, wow,” Drew remarked to the morning air, his 
voice echoing in the canyon. Above him, birds sang and flew 
toward all points. Better they were birds, he supposed, than 
vultures. He'd hate to think of himself as feed for those 
carrions, so eager for any meal in the heart and heat of the 
desert. Speaking of heat, Drew gazed again at the man lying 
beside him, and with hesitation giving way to temptation, he 
took his tongue and encircled the man's prominent nipple, 
just as he'd done the night before. He licked it, and he 
sucked at it. The thick black hair of the man's chest added a 
heady, masculine scent that wafted through his nostrils. 
Drew felt himself harden; saw too the effect it had on 
Johnson. The man's thick cock started to grow—even while 
the man still slept. 


Drew took hold of the fat cock, stroked it between the sweat 
of his nervous fingers. Rubbing it slowly at first, desire 
overwhelmed him and before he knew it he'd engulfed the 
entire cock with his mouth. He bobbed up and down, his 
saliva acting as the perfect lubricant. Drew could hardly 
believe what he was doing. He felt pressure mount in his 


own hardened cock, and knew he was close to blowing. He 
wasn't being sucked and he wasn't being fucked, but still he 
was turned on and his body was reacting to the hard cock in 
his mouth and the hairy body that he caressed. 


He sucked harder now, his slurping actions taking on a life 
of their own. Still, the man didn't awaken from his slumber. 
Just then, Drew grabbed at the man's hairy balls, squeezed 
ever so gently, and that's when he knew it was coming. He 
waited anxiously for it and his patience was rewarded as 
hot, juicy come jutted out of the man's cock and down his 
throat. Drew reacted with surprising power, his own cock 
shooting a big load that coated his arm. He grabbed at 
Johnson's chest hair with a mix of energy and passion and 
unleashed desire, and suddenly... 


"Ow ... what the sam hell...." 


The man was awake. And seemingly angry as a bear hit by 
buckshot. 


Without warning, Johnson's arm reached out and rather than 
the tender embrace he'd rendered last night, a fierce punch 
landed square on Drew's jaw. He let out a cry, from surprise 
or pain he wasn't sure, probably both. 


“But ... Aquinas,” he said. 


"Shush your mouth, boy. Keep it closed—no talking ... or 
anything else." 


"Last night, though, that's all you wanted..." 


Stern eyes silenced Drew. “Boy, there's something you need 
to know about these here parts—what happens under the 
cover of darkness ... well, it just stays there. Mornings come 


around and we return to the men we are. Not the men we 
were ... if you catch my meaning." 


Drew caught it all right. It meant this fine specimen wouldn't 
be fucking him again. The numbing orgasm that had just 
rocked them both would be their last together. Because not 
only had morning arrived, but the time to move on had, too. 
They were headed in opposite directions, had met up on the 
dusty trail a mere twenty-four hours ago. 


“Understood,” Drew said, his hand rubbing his jaw. 


"Sorry about hitting you, boy. You were damn good to me, 
last thing | should be doing in hurting you." 


"It's okay. Out west here, it's a different way of life." 


"That's for sure. You got a lot of learning to do, boy, but with 
your mouth and your ass, you've got the makings of a man 
who can satisfy the needs of many of us cowboys. For now, 
though, you best be on your way, still got a long way till you 
reach California and meet up with your friend. Though, | 
Suspect maybe you've got a little bit more exploring to do 
before you settle down, and if that's the case, might | 
suggest the perfect place to hang your hat for a spell?" 


Drew was intrigued. What was Aquinas getting at? 


"There's this place ... they'd be open to having a young stud 
like yourself come by for a visit. Who knows, it may even be 
more of a promised land that all those greedy gold rushers 
up near San Francisco. Tell you what, boy, you show up 
there, you tell them Aquinas sent you. And that | highly 
recommend you. You are quite the man." 


Drew beamed from those words. “This place, what is it?" 


"It's a secret society. Called the Cactus League." 
"And where will | find it?" 


Aquinas told him the directions and Drew listened intently, 
and then nothing more was said about it. The two men 
parted company, never to be reunited. Their heated 
exchange of the previous night was but a memory, though a 
good one. It would keep Drew company on his trek, each 
bounce of his horse a reminder of the utter pounding he'd 
endured from that thick cock. He smiled all day. 


* OK OOK OX 


For all intents and purposes, Drew Saunders was a fish out 
of water, traveling by himself on a mare he named “Sugar” 
through the rugged Arizona territories. City-bred, Ivy- 
educated, he was accustomed to having servants bring him 
his meals, butlers to set out his clothes, and high-minded 
ideals to be discussed over pretentious parties with co-eds. 
His finished a degree at university and was supposed to now 
be working for his father's investment firm, Fail-Safe 
Securities. That had all ended the night of the party. 


The drink had been plentiful. Wine and champagne were 
being served, but at one point Drew and his school chum 
Aidan Turner had gone off by themselves with a bottle of 
Anderson Saunders’ best distilled scotch. Half a bottle later, 
they found themselves caressing each other, their legs and 
their shoulders, their faces ... and then more intimate parts. 
Neither of them spoke a word as Drew took hold of his 
friend's hand and led him beyond the swirling sounds of the 
party and upstairs of the Park Avenue duplex, to his 
bedroom. He locked the door, and then urgently kissed his 
friend. 


"Is that okay,” he asked, suddenly unsure of what was 
transpiring. He and Aidan, they'd been friends since they 
were ten years old; their families summered on the Shore. 
But they'd attended separate universities and only now had 
reconnected. A stunning transformation had taken place the 
last year or so. Both of them had grown into vital, 
handsome, and desirable men. To the women of their 
society, certainly, but also to each other. The kiss was finally 
an acknowledgment of all they had kept close to their 
hearts. 


"It's more than fine,” Aidan said. “In fact, it's exactly what | 
wanted..." 


"You'll tell no one?" 
"Who is there to tell? Who would understand?" 


He drew Aidan to his bed and helped him undress. Aidan 
was, at an even six feet, a perfect example of the male 
form. His body was trim, with toned legs that hinted at his 
sport as a runner. As it turned out, he had a nice long cock. 
It was thin, but it was definitely long. He was simply 
beautiful, and Drew leaned in, touched him and kissed him. 
He laid him down on the bed. Then he too removed his 
clothing. 


"Wow ... Drew, who knew you'd grew up like that..." 


Drew smiled. He was immensely proud of his body, 
determined not to become the gluttonous pig that was 
Anderson Saunders. At university Drew played Polo, and as 
such was a Skilled rider and also a strong shot. His frame 
had filled out nicely, with thick muscles on his tanned arms, 
and pecs seemingly made from steel. His powerful chest 
was thick, and covered in downy brown fur, which Aidan 
now reached out to play with. He ran fingers through the 


soft hair, following the trail down, to where it disappeared 
inside his pants. Aidan wasted no time is discovering just 
where that delicious treasure went; he slid Drew's pants 
down, revealing a cock that sprang at ready attention. 


"Jesus, Drew ... nice dick. | can't wait...." 


Drew took hold of his own cock, a hefty eight inches. He 
pushed it into the willing mouth of his newfound lover. Aidan 
sucked it, licking the shaft and drawing his wanton tongue 
over the big head. As he did, he cupped the tight cheeks of 
Drew's ass. Drew closed his eyes, letting the warm 
sensation send shivers through his body. He wasn't going to 
last, not with the aggressive way he was being sucked. Just 
then he felt his balls constrict and knew a huge orgasm was 
getting ready to tremble through his body. With his hands 
holding Aidan in place, he bucked once, twice, a third time 
before the eruption happened. He shot gobs of his white 
come deep down Aidan's throat, nearly losing his balance as 
he did so. Aidan wasn't letting go; he was still sucking down 
every drop. 


At last Drew pulled out his cock, bent down to kiss Aidan. He 
could taste himself on the man's lips. They smiled at each 
other, especially since they knew their night wasn't over. It 
was time for Aidan to experience his own orgasm, and Drew 
knew just how to achieve it. Knowing the party was in full 
swing downstairs, and that the music would drown out their 
passionate sounds, Drew climbed onto the bed, ready to 
rock it—and rock Aidan's world. 


"Come here, climb on top." 


Drew lay on his back, his thick cock shooting into the air. He 
applied a generous amount of spit to the long shaft, urged 
Aidan to slide down it. 


"Shit, you think | can take all that..." 
"I Know you can. And you know you want it all." 
"Fuck yeah, Drew. Fuck yeah." 


Using his knees to brace himself, Aidan slowly settled his 
ass over the waiting cock. He drew his own spit over the 
crack and thus, as lubricated as possible he lowered himself. 
He felt the first touch of cock against his ass. Then he felt a 
Sharper pain, as the head attempted to break through. With 
urging from Drew, Aidan at last allowed himself to open up 
fully. The cock entered with a decided “pop,” and the two 
men stared at each other with sudden surprise. This was a 
first for them both. 


"You okay?" 


"Give it a second, let me get used to it. Christ, you fill me 
up." 


Aidan began to slide up the cock, then down, up and down 
and up and down, practically bouncing on the bed. His 
panting began to increase, and coupled with the pleas of 
“more, more, harder, harder” coming from Drew, the 
violence of their sex act was like a dance of forbidden 
desires. With his hands, Aidan brushed against Drew's furry 
chest; the tips of his fingers he used to pinch at his nipples. 


Drew just kept pounding, pounding fast and furious. He'd 
dreamed of such a thing happening, he'd known for too long 
of his attraction to other men, and now here he was in the 
throes of passion with the man he'd known as a boy. 
Another eruption was building inside him from the pressure 
of Aidan's constant riding. He was surprised Aidan hadn't 
yet blown; it was almost like he was able to control when he 
would explode. Drew had no such ability. A cry of exquisite 


pain shot from Aidan's mouth, and Drew watched as spurt 
after spurt of juicy white come shot all over his chest, 
dampening the hair. The heat of it sizzled on his skin. 


"Don't stop ... don't...” Drew pleaded. 


Aidan continued to buck up and down, taking in every inch. 
That's when two things happened. First, Drew reached 
climax again, and cried out with release as he pumped 
Aidan's ass full of his come. Second, an explosion of another 
sort occurred, as the words, “What in tar-nation is going on 
in here. Drew ... My God..." 


Both Drew and Aidan, still locked in their tight coupling, 
their cocks still hard and ready for more action, stared back 
at the sight of the portly Anderson Saunders. The old man's 
mouth hung wide open in shock, while keys dangled from 
his hands. Behind him stood three of their mates, and one 
woman, who instantly turned away. 


"Father..." 


"I'll see you in my chambers in five minutes, young man. As 
for you, Mr. Turner, | Suggest you find your clothing. It's 
mighty cold outside this time of year. You're never to step 
foot inside this home again." 


It was five minutes to the second that found a fully dressed 
Andrew Saunders inside his father's wood-lined, leather- 
adorned office on the main floor. It reeked of cigars and 
whiskey. His father, seated behind his desk, was busy 
writing. Drew watched as the man signed his name with an 
over-stated flourish before ripping the check from its binder. 
He thrust it at his son. 


"This should cover your expenses for a few months. After 
that, you're on your own.” He paused. “I suggest you use 


the money to get yourself as far away from New York as 
possible. You've brought ruin and scandal to my good name. 
No doubt your friends are spreading the story across this 
city as we speak. Now, go. You are no son of mine." 


Drew stepped forward, took hold of the check. And he 
ripped it apart. “If | am not your son, then | accept no such 
payment from you. | am a man who can stand on his own 
two legs. | need no hand-outs from anyone. Besides, you 
can use this money to repair the chandelier that fell from 
the ceiling beneath my room. Guess when Aidan and | were 
busy fucking each other, we really gave this old house a 
good rattle." 


Words failed Anderson Saunders. 
"Goodbye, Father." 


As Drew walked out, he heard behind him, “You, boy, are no 
man." 


* OK OOK OX 


Those words reverberated now, as Drew thought about this 
morning's discussion with Aquinas Johnson. He was a man 
all right, and what he'd discovered about himself with the 
two men he'd been with was that he was a versatile one at 
that. Whether it was fucking Aidan, or being fucked by 
Aquinas, Drew knew that the sex he'd experienced only left 
him desiring more. And while it would be weeks or months 
before he reached the promised land of California, he was 
more than ready for further adventures. 


He recalled Aquinas telling him about the Cactus League 
Society and had to admit he was more than a little intrigued 
by the odd name, and what it could possibly mean. The only 
thing Drew and Aquinas had in common was a night of 


passion under the stars. The notion of the league led to a 
stirring within his loins and his cock hardened, tight in the 
crux of the rough denim he wore. He couldn't wait to 
discover what was in store. 


As the horse named Sugar wound down a particularly 
narrow trail, Drew gazed out, into the waning light of day. 
From up in these hills, he thought he saw a town in the 
distance. The Cactus League, they were close by. Drew 
hitched his horse, and Sugar increased her pace. He wanted 
to arrive in Cactus, Arizona before the sun could fully set. 
He'd like to get a good look at what awaited him before 
nightfall. 


* OK OK OX 


The quiet, tiny town of Cactus, Arizona was clearly settled 
by someone with little imagination. Everywhere Drew 
looked, popping up out of the ground were dozens of cacti. 
They were tall and had thick, pointed branches that crooked 
like an arm; they were the Saguaro species, Aquinas had 
told him, prevalent all over the Arizona territory. As Sugar 
neared the town, Drew steered him between two of the 
prickly plants; they stood like sentries at the border. Sugar 
neighed from hunger and exhaustion, and Drew patted 
down her mane. 


"Yeah, girl, time for us to get some grub. It's been a long 
day of travel." 


He guided the loyal horse to a nearby saloon called 
“Westwoods,” where he dismounted. A trough of water was 
available, and Sugar took an eager drink. Drew laughed, and 
patted her once again. “Couldn't agree more,” he said, and 
with that he passed through the swinging doors of the 
saloon and sidled up the long, wooden bar. 


"What'll it be,” said the man behind the bar. 


"Uh, Aquinas sent me,” Drew said, not sure why he 
immediately opened with that. He was a stranger and the 
folks inside the saloon had all given him looks. As though 
saying, “just who do you think you are.” Drew wanted to 
belong. 


The bartender, a rather ugly man with pockmarks on his 
cheeks and a scar above his right eye, was noticeably 
unimpressed. “Don't know no Aquinas. You want a drink, 
boy, or just want to stand there all thirsty." 


"Whiskey. Neat." 


He smirked. “No other kind. You see ice along your travels 
out West?" 


A couple old-timers snickered as Drew picked up his drink, 
took a fast swallow. He indicated a second shot, and the 
bartender obliged. Taking his refreshed drink, Drew 
wandered to the edge of the bar, where he sat down on a 
Spare stool. In his previous, privileged life in New York, Drew 
had been taught to be wary of strangers. But this was a new 
world, untamed, and he was now the stranger and so it was 
with little surprise he was watched with a wary eye. He 
reminded himself to keep his peace, let things unfold 
naturally. 


"New to Cactus, huh?" 


The voice was raspy, but somehow friendly. Drew looked to 
his left, saw that a man of about thirty years was hovering 
over him. In the darkened space of the bar, the way he wore 
his cowboy hat down over his eyes, it was hard to tell what 
the man looked like. Thick whiskers sprouted on his chin and 
he was missing more than one tooth. There was something 


compelling about his shadowed face. Drew figured he had 
nothing to lose. 


"Just arrived, long day through the hills." 


"Can be treacherous, those hills. Need a trusted horse, 
sometimes a good guide." 


"I'm getting pretty good at finding my way." 
"Must be, making an acquaintance as you did with Aquinas." 
"You know Aquinas Johnson?" 


"No other man around these parts with such a name, 
promise you that." 


The stranger went silent, and Drew felt himself being 
examined. Like a piece of meat, or a cow gone to auction, 
he knew he was being assessed for some purpose. His mind 
instantly thought of the Cactus League Society. Was this 
some sort of induction ceremony, a test of sorts to prove his 
worthiness? What went on in this so-called society, and 
what could Drew himself have to offer? 


"Westwood's is no place for you. | think you'll do fine 
elsewhere,” the man said. Then he held out his hand, and 
Drew found himself shaking it. But the exchange wasn't 
meant solely as a friendly gesture, a slip of paper was 
passed from the stranger to Drew. Drew's eyes widened with 
Surprise but quickly dropped his head so no one could see 
his reaction. He had a feeling a secret had just been passed 
to him, and it was all because he'd used Aquinas's name. 
The stranger tipped his hat, and then excused himself. Drew 
wondered: was this a rendezvous with the man he'd just 
encountered, or was he merely the messenger? Did he hang 


around this saloon and looks for prospects, and when he 
found gold where did he proclaim his discovery? 


Drew knocked back the remaining whiskey, then made his 
way to the bathroom. He peed long, and as he relieved 
himself another man entered the small space, joining him at 
the trough. 


"Seem like you're the chosen one tonight,” the man said. He 
was small, rather handsome in a girlish way. His face held 
barely a trace of beard. 


"Excuse me?" 


"The league. It's more selective than secretive. You'll have a 
good time." 


"You know of the Cactus League?" 


"Sshh,” the man said. “Keep certain words inside your 
mouth, boy. And just do as you're told. It's an experience 
you'll not soon forget—if ever." 


Then he was gone. Drew had to wonder if the man had 
really come to pee, or just to issue his ... what? Warning? 
The man's words were certainly intriguing, and they 
resonated in Drew's mind as he buttoned up. Then he stole 
a look at the slip of paper: “Justice Parker's Social Club. 10 
Cactus Road. 9:00." 


A sudden case of nerves hit Drew. Here was an invitation to 
a secret place that sponsored activities he wasn't 
completely certain about. Was he seriously thinking of 
going? How had his safe, protected life gotten him to this 
point? All because he and Aidan had indulged in their 
mutual attraction and been discovered by a tyrant who 
couldn't see past his pride—and his bank account. The 


thought of his father brought Drew new resolve. He strode 
out of the men's room and requested another whiskey. He 
downed it fast, paid his bill, and with a bravado masking his 
insecurity, he walked out into the cool April night. He 
hopped onto Sugar, and guided her away from the saloon 
and down the darkened street. Nary a citizen was about, 
and the sounds from the saloon drifted off as he made his 
way toward the far reaches of the town. He found his way to 
Cactus Lane, and at the edge of the barren road he 
discovered a house light by one candle. Like a beacon, 
calling to him. He knew this must be Justice Parker's Social 
Club, and so he slid off Sugar and tied her up. 


"Be good. I'll be back." 


Silently he added, “And wish me luck." 


* OK OOK OX 


Drew made his way up the wooden steps to the porch and 
was about to knock when suddenly the door was opened by 
a small man clad in typical western garb; the ten gallon hat 
seemed three sizes too large and if not for the man's large 
ears, his entire head might have been swallowed up. 
Something about this town, they didn't like to show their 
eyes. 


"Help you?" 
Drew thrust forward the slip of paper he'd been handed. 


The little man nodded, smiling broadly, and opened the door 
wide for the visitor. Drew stepped inside a nicely appointed 
room—at least, for such a desolate, out-of-the way town. 
Animal skins adorned the walls and a bear rug was on the 
floor, surrounded by angular, wooden furniture. A few men 
sat quietly together, talking, drinking. Nothing untoward, 


Drew noticed. But he was ushered away from those 
comfortable surroundings and instructed to follow the man 
up the stairs. 


Drew did as requested, his heart beating quickly. This had to 
be the strangest moment of his life, and it was all because 
he'd run into Aquinas along the desert trail. They came to 
the end of the hallway, and the small man opened the door 
of the last room. He didn't go in; he just indicated that Drew 
should. 


"Who am I meeting?” Drew asked. 


"| don't answer questions. | just do as I'm told,” the man 
said, and then disappeared. 


So Drew stepped inside the darkened room. Only a few 
candles flickered, casting shadows against the wall. He saw 
his own reflected on the wall, saw it dance in surprise as he 
heard a booming, deep-throated voice say, “Step forward, 
young man, let me see what we have." 


Drew followed the sound of the voice and came before a 
hulking man sitting on what looked like a throne. Beside him 
stood a large cactus, its spiny needles threatening as such 
close. The man was dressed in denim chaps, and wore a 
vest made from leather; he wore no shirt. Drew immediately 
saw how terribly good-looking this man was. He was 
probably just on the wrong side of thirty, and he had a 
strong jaw lined with whiskers, and a mustache as thick as 
the hair on his head; just as black. But it was the man's 
powerful chest which gave Drew pause; he felt his cock flick 
with excitement. A thick brush of black curly hair dominated 
the man's torso, swirling down from his neck to his groin. 
Drew knew he had a thing for hairy-chested men, but even 
so, this man before him was quite possibly the most 


magnificent of them all. An impressive bulge was evident, 
even as the man sat on his throne. 


"You are?" 


"Drew Saunders. Late of New York. Headed for the California 
coast." 


"To seek you fortune?" 

"To be myself,” he said. 

"Ah. A misunderstood youth?" 
"Something like that." 


The man smiled. “I like that. Coy, you are. And extremely 
handsome. Aquinas has done very well this time. Very well 
indeed." 


"Pardon, sir, but what is it that Aquinas does for you? And 
are you ... the Cactus League Society? What is it?" 


"The Cactus League is code, my boy. It's a secret society 
that recognizes that sometimes a man needs to shed his 
Skin, seek comfort beyond the embrace of its women folk. A 
man at times needs understanding about his desires, and 
only other men can satisfy those. Aquinas is my lead 
recruiter, he seeks out gentle souls who may be looking for 
guidance. | Suppose you could say he's the advance guard. 
Aquinas knows just what | like." 


"And what is that, sir?" 


"| like you, young Drew. You have manners. But tonight | will 
teach you something beyond manners. Tonight | will teach 
you the ways of passion and intimacy, of brute sexuality and 


the heights of desire you've possibly never considered. And 
when you leave, it is my hope that you will become a 
charter member of the Cactus League. Take your lessons 
with you, instruct others. We are everywhere; even though 
few like to speak of what goes on behind our walls. Now, | 
think we've spoken enough." 


Drew had one final question. “Your name, sir?" 


"Justice Parker. We operate the Cactus League under the 
guise of a gentleman's club. No one dares oppose me, since 
| am the law in these parts. Not even the sheriff has 
jurisdiction on my land, and so no one bothers us. Like now, 
no one would see fit to interrupt me as | go about the 
pleasure of my business. Or is that the business of my 
pleasure?" 


Parker stood from his chair, and took hold of Drew's hand. 
He led him to a bed of sizable proportion. He leaned down, 
kissed Drew. The scratchy feel of his mustache tickled him, 
shooting sensations all down his spine. With surprising 
tenderness, Parker began to shed Drew of his clothing, 
undoing the snaps of his shirt like a seduction, each one 
revealing a bit more of Drew's chest. When his shirt finally 
Slid off his shoulders, Parker smiled. 


"A fine chest of hair you have yourself, young Drew.” But 
Parker tossed off his own vest to reveal the full expanse of 
his own fur-lined chest, and Drew had to admit it made him 
look like a puppy standing before a gorilla. The man was 
pure beast, and Drew couldn't wait any longer to touch the 
man's great chest mane. With his tongue he leaned forward 
and sought out the nipples beneath the layer of hair, tickled 
them. Parker let out a thunderous groan as he pushed 
Drew's face deeper into his chest. Drew feasted upon the 


man, licking and sucking and grabbing, following the thick 
trail down a belly equally furred. 


At last he came to the buttons of the man's jeans, and with 
encouragement from above, Drew slid the man's pants 
down. He wore no under garment, and so Parker's cock 
bounced out of its prison, growing to an enormous size. 
Drew's eyes widened in shock; he'd never known a cock to 
be of such proportion. Sugar would be impressed. 


"My God..." 


"Now you know where the Cactus League gets its name. | 
have a prick as large as one, and it hurts like hell when it 
impales you. But impale you, | will. Before the night is over, 
you will have met with the most profound penetration 
imaginable. You will never have bigger—or mind you, better. 
Without question, | am the largest cock in the county." 


"You sure you don't mean country?” Drew asked. 


Parker laughed. “You are aS amusing as you are handsome. 
But this isn't the time for talk..." 


Heeding his new master's words, Drew kneeled down and 
opening wide, he took his first taste of Parker's massive 
dick. He eased the head inside his mouth, tried to take as 
much as the thick shaft as he could. As he sucked and 
licked, he tried to imagine his ass taking such a thing. If he 
couldn't open his mouth wide enough ... how was it 
possible? But he continued to blow this man's cock, all the 
while using his fingers to explore the man's hole. The 
cheeks of his ass were hairy and he thrust one finger, then 
two, then a third, deep inside the forested hole. Parker again 
let out his massive roar that no doubt could be heard 
throughout the house. 


"Whoa, boy, not a lot of men venture that far inside me. 
You're a bold one. Let's see what you got." 


Drew removed his remaining clothes and exposed his own 
cock. While nothing compared to Parker's, it eight inch 
presence was nothing to toss away. 


"Very nice indeed." 


Parker led Drew to the bed, urged him to climb atop him as 
the man prepared a thick amount of grease to his big cock. 
He swiped at Drew's ass, getting it nice and ready. Drew 
knew the drill—he was to sit upon it, just as Aidan had done 
months ago with him. Drew knew there was no going back 
now, he was about to gain full membership into the Cactus 
League Society, and it was something he wanted more than 
anything. At last he would belong somewhere. He eased 
himself down over the thick head, felt it make contact with 
his ass. He hesitated, wondering how he could possible take 
it. But then he just gave in to the moment and pressed 
himself against the great dick. With a powerful blast of heat 
and pain and something else entirely, so indescribable and 
wonderful, Parker's cock penetrated him with ferocity. The 
man once more roared with wild passion, and Drew had to 
ponder the noise the man would make upon orgasm. 


He was going to find out soon enough. As seconds passed 
into minutes, Drew received a massive fucking. Powerful 
thrusts from Parker, the quick motions of his own legs acting 
as pistons on a train engine, sweat dripped down their 
furred chests and their grunts filled the room. With a switch 
of position, Drew found himself on his hands and knees, 
taking that huge cock from behind. Parker's thrusts were 
harder, as he maintained violent control of his prey. Drew 
took each thrust with a cry of pain, but also of pleasure. 
Finally, Parker pulled out and threw Drew over, positioning 


his legs into the air. Parker hovered over him, and with one 
fast thrust his cock was once again buried inside Drew's ass. 


"Ohhh ... oohhh ... owww...” Drew cried out, his fingers 
digging into the slick back of his fucker. 


As Parker continued to thrust, thrust ever more and more, 
Drew wrapped his legs around the man's hairy ass, keeping 
him from sliding out. Finally he could hold back no more and 
his hardened cock shot out more come than he could 
possibly have imagined. White hot spurts hit the hair of his 
own chest, and his chin, too. That's when the most 
tremendous sound he'd ever heard from a human being 
swallowed up the room; Parker's orgasm rocked the room 
and the grounds, like a train barreling through a town. With 
each burst, he thrust harder still, until every drop had been 
emptied deep inside Drew's ass. 


At last he shuddered and pulled out. He dropped against the 
bed, his massive chest heaving with exertion. Drew leaned 
over and brushed at the man's chest, the thick hair matted 
with sweat. 


"Boy, that's as fine as I've had it in some time. You have an 
ass so pliable, the way you just went with it. So many men, 
they see my cock and | can see the fear in their eyes. You, 
though, you learned well. I'll tell you what I'm going to do 
for you." 


"Sir?" 


"You can stay for two weeks. Free room and board. And at 
nights, you come see me. Your education will continue, 
some nights with me, some nights as the instructor to other 
young men. When you arrive in California, you'll be a full 
member of the Cactus League. | have no doubt in my mind 
that you'll continue the good work we have set out." 


"I'm honored, sir." 


Parker gave Drew a surprisingly tender kiss, and then he 
drifted off to sleep. Drew lay awake, staring at the fine 
specimen of man he'd encountered, and thanked his lucky 
stars for having met Aquinas Johnson along the way. And 
then Drew fell asleep, too, lost in a dream world of 
adventure and exploration. From Park Avenue snob to a 
cowboy on the trails of the Wild West, Drew Saunders had 
found his calling. 


* OK OOK OX 


It was two months later when Drew crossed the border into 
California, another week and a half before he made it to the 
Shores of the Pacific. From atop a rocky bluff, Sugar at his 
side, he set up camp and awaited his rendezvous. It would 
be another week before Drew saw another soul, and when 
the figure on horseback emerged over the hill, Drew smiled 
at the sight of the man before him, and of the life they were 
going to live. 


Oh, and of the reunion they were about to have. 


Aidan Turner hopped off his horse and embraced his lover. “l 
have something so exciting to tell you." 


"| do, too,” Drew said. “Il discovered the most wonderful 
place, a society really..." 


"The Cactus League?” Aidan asked. 
Drew laughed. “You met Aquinas?" 
"And learned so much." 


"Let me show you what | learned." 


As the sun set over the horizon, the newly reconnected 
lovers experienced a sexual high, one that would carry them 
through their entire lives. But it was on that first night, as 
Aidan rode Drew's cock and he rubbed as his own to the 
point of orgasm, that they truly understood just what they 
were doing way out west. As he shot his load and his sperm 
hit not just the thick hair of Drew's chest but the hard- 
packed earth, they both realized they had just planted the 
seeds of the future. 


"God you were wonderful,” Aidan said. 


"It's all wonderful. In fact, | think that's what we should call 
our land. Wonder." 


"| like that, Drew." 
"Me, too. Aidan, welcome to Wonderland." 
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IN A CITY OF EIGHT MILLION PEOPLE 


There was every reason in the book why we should not have 
fallen in love. There was every reason why we never even 
should have seen each other again. But we did, and we did. 
In a city of eight million people, all of whom seemed 
concerned only with the phone call they're on and the 
phone call they're waiting for (often at the same time), how 
two people managed to lock eyes and make contact, not 
just once but twice, is all the more remarkable. 


But the story isn't really about that initial contact; no, it's 
the serendipitous way the second encounter occurred. To 
understand just how random it was, though, you really have 
to back up and tell the story from the start. So | will. And it 
begins quite simply, the way many a young gay man's night 
starts, with hope, with promise, and sometimes with the 
idea of ending it with a good screwing. But something a 
little bit different would happen this night. A connection 
would be made, but an opportunity would also slip away as 
quietly as the night. 


* OK OK x 


It was a Sunday evening in Manhattan, and usually that just 
meant | paced my one-bedroom apartment in nervous 
anticipation of the coming workweek. But it's a holiday 
weekend, Monday is President's Day, and I'm pacing, not 
because I'm anxious, but because I'm torn about how the 
evening might shake out. The eternal question begs at me: 
should | go out? 


I'd been out late Friday night drinking with friends, and all 
day Saturday I'd stayed in as a snowstorm blanketed the 
city, keeping all New Yorkers inside except those with kids or 


those making deliveries. Now, the snow had been 
reasonably cleared, the cabs were swishing through the 
slushy streets and the raucous laughter of people drifted up 
to my fourth floor windows, open a bit to let out some of the 
excess heat from my apartment. | stole a glance outside, 
then back at the clock. There was life outdoors on this extra 
weekend night, and indoors there was nothing but reality 
television and a ticking clock. A decision seemed to be 
looming. 


Before | knew it, I'd tossed on blue jeans and a sweater. | 
grabbed my leather jacket and a wool scarf and made my 
way down the stairs. | live on the West Side in the 50s, what 
the rich folks call Clinton, what the locals calls Hell's 
Kitchen, and what the gay boys now call “Hellsea.” There 
are any number of gay bars in the neighborhood, with more 
popping up seemingly every day. | had my usual hangout, 
but tonight | decided to pick Barrage; a sleek, casual place 
with little pretension and lots of cute guys. 


That includes me. Not to sound conceited, because I'm far 
from that. But vanity is a gay man's enemy, and we like to 
be told that we're cute or hot, or “doable.” I'd been told all 
three on various occasions, but it had been awhile. My 
boyfriend Steve and | had broken up a good seven months 
ago and the prospects since then had been about as thin as 
a supermodel. So, here | was, thirty-one-year-old Jake Davis, 
opening the glass door to Barrage on West Forty-seventh 
Street and being welcomed by a hunky bartender with a 
smile, the sound of Madonna on the sound system, and the 
curious looks of about a dozen guys. It's our nature, you 
see, to check out the new arrivals, and at this moment the 
new arrival was me. Steve and | used to play a game at our 
local join called “hot or not hot,” and depending upon what 
we chose and who walked in decided who bought the next 
round. Shallow, sure, but doesn't shallowness live close to 


vanity in our world? | received a couple of lingering glances, 
but mostly the crowd returned to what had previously 
occupied them: themselves. That was fine, the night was 
young. | took an empty bar stool and ordered a Bass. 


For the next hour, | drank my beer and listened to the music 
and smiled at some guys as | read the latest editions of HX 
and Next. Occasionally | would turn to see who was sitting 
beside me and we'd nod or say hi or comment on the music. 
The jukebox seemed stuck on a rotation of classic 80s: lots 
of Madonna, some Duran Duran, OMD's “If You Leave.” | was 
debating whether to do just that—leave—or order a second 
beer when someone new took up on the bar stool next to 
me. He looked about my age, had dark wavy hair that grew 
out over his shirt collar. He also had really nice eyes; maybe 
green, but the lighting in here was low. Still, it wasn't the 
color that | was focused on; it was something else in his 
eyes, a wide-eyed openness, almost a piercing nature. | felt 
like he could look right through me ... or into me. 


"Hey,” | said, suddenly compelled to talk with someone. 
Okay, with him. 
"Hy" 


"I'm Jake,” | said, decided he would have been in the “hot” 
category of my game. 


"Sean." 


We shook hands; his touch was strong and confident. | liked 
that. Heck, | liked him. Instantly. Definitely attractive, 
seemingly friends, and apparently alone. And nicely 
dressed, as well, in a dark suit and blue dress shirt, sans tie; 
his face had a day's dark stubble. Interesting look for a 
Sunday night, | thought, wondering what his story was. | 
decided to find out. 


"Can | get you a drink?” | asked him. 

"Oh, uh, sure. Thanks. What are you drinking?" 
"Bass." 

"Make it two." 


| did. Or rather, the bartender did. | slid a twenty onto the 
bar. Ignored the change, and really, ignored the scene that 
was enveloping the bar. Because as the night's action 
swirled around us, the music growing louder, the crowd 
expanding, the atmosphere heightening with a certain 
sexual energy, Sean and | became more insulated. We had a 
second drink together—his treat—and we talked about our 
lives, our jobs, recent dates, movies, music. He'd had to 
work today—he worked in the fashion industry—and they 
were prepping a photo spread and he had been required to 
meet with the client, even though it was Sunday. 


"| just got off work, that's why I'm so, uh, dressed,” he'd 
said. 


| told him he looked nice. He told me I was nice. 


Another Madonna song came on. Everyone began striking a 
pose. 


"My God, what's next, Bette?" 
"Maybe Barbra,” | said. 
“That's when we leave." 


Perhaps for the first time in my life | had an urge to play 
some Streisand. 


As our second beers got low, | began to sense a shift in the 
air. His eyes grew even more focused on me, if that was 
possible. His knee touched mine, and our eyes locked again. 
| reached out, my fingers grazing against this free hand. 
Contact had been made; first with our eyes, then knee to 
knee; finally, actual skin to skin, and the feeling between us 
was suddenly, enticingly electric. We both knew what was 
happening, what was going to happen, and even if we 
wanted to, we were powerless to stop it. 


As | drained my glass, the bartender came by and said, 
“Another, guys?" 


Sean took charge. “Uh, no, thanks." 


And when he saw those words, he wasn't even looking at 
the bartender. Sean only had eyes for me. 


I'd already learned he lived in Queens, and he knew my 
apartment was only a few short blocks away on Tenth 
Avenue. 


"So,” | said, as my heart pounded. “My place?" 

"Not unless you want to give some cab driver a show." 
"I'd rather keep you to myself." 

"Good plan." 


And so we left, and we walked on wet, snowy sidewalks, 
down Forty-seventh Street, and turned up once we'd 
reached Tenth Avenue. Traffic was light on this late Sunday 
night, both on foot and on the streets, and in a city of eight 
million people it seemed that we were the only two people 
around. Sean had taken hold of my hand, and he held it 


tight, squeezing it even more when we would make eye 
contact. 


Five minutes was all it took to get back to my apartment. | 
escorted him in, closing the door. | felt his arms encircle me 
from behind, felt his body press against mine. There was a 
noticeable bulge in his pants; | could feel it against my ass. 
His hand drifted down to my crotch, where a similar reaction 
was taking place. And then | felt his lips—on my neck, on my 
ear. Soon | turned around and his lips met mine, and the kiss 
was sweet and tender at first, before taking on a more 
urgent sense of need ... of want. He pressed me against the 
wall of my apartment, and the kissing grew more intense, to 
the point where our knees simultaneously buckled. We need 
to sit down ... or better, lie down. My bed was closer than 
my sofa. 


"I'll be right back,” | said, trying to regain some semblance 
of myself. Because | felt like I'd been living outside my body, 
watching as this fantasy played out. It was a fantasy and not 
just one about sex, but about a connection that seemed to 
be growing between us, an expression of something more 
than your standard weekend horniness. | excused myself to 
the bathroom, stupidly telling to him to make himself 
comfortable. Like a line out of a bad date movie. 


But when | emerged two minutes later, Sean had done just 
that, made himself as comfortable as possible. Pillows from 
my bed had been scattered to the carpet, along with his 
clothing. Overdressed, | shed myself of jeans and sweater, 
and slid in next to my newfound lover. He kissed me, and | 
kissed him, and | drew my hand down his chest, toying with 
a thick covering of dark hair. | told him he was sexy, and he 
told me the same, and then he told me how he liked me and 
that this wasn't just sex and I saw the same. As our passions 
consumed us we Said other things in the moment that were 


either fueled by desire or beer or some such emotion that 
creeps up only on those loneliest of nights. 


We proved to be a compatible couple, sexually speaking. We 
each like to kiss and lick, to suck and screw, and we did all 
of that and more, and even though the clock inevitably 
turned night to early morning and dark began to give way to 
light, we were lost in our own moment of time. When at last 
we agreed to give our bodies to sleep, | looked back at him 
and there was that look again in his eyes, that connection 
I'd first seen at the bar, the one I'd seen again when | first 
entered him, the one I'd last seen when he'd climaxed— 
power in them, a power that drew me to him. 


| decided to take a chance, and | spoke the words I'd 
thought. “I love when you look at me that way,” I said. 


But Sean had already fallen asleep. Those eyes had closed. 


* OK OOK x 


| awoke the next morning to an empty bed, and as result, a 
Surprisingly empty heart. Sean was not in the bathroom, or 
in the living room, or making coffee in the kitchen. His suit 
no longer decorated the floor, and the pillows he'd tossed 
there hours earlier appeared as neglected as | felt. Sean 
was gone, and after a diligent search, | found no sign that 
he'd ever been here, save for the torn condom packets in 
the trash. Not even a tiny slip of paper, saying he'd had a 
good time, here's my number, call me, | want you again, 
again. 


Those eyes, so wonderful, so sweet, had belied an inner 
truth. They had hidden a streak of betrayal. 


| slept most of the day, and then the long weekend was 
over. The snow had been mostly plowed away, or it had 


melted in the heat of a new day. | knew the feeling. And so | 
went to work, my routine finding its way back to me like a 
lost lover, until the week had gone by and then another. | 
went out, | saw friends, | watched TV on my TiVo, and | 
thought, more than once, about Sean, about the way we'd 
connected, emotionally, physically, the way our bodies had 
been drained by sex, by climax ... and about those eyes and 
the way he'd left me. 


But that wasn't the end of the story, you already know that 
much. You know we found each other again, and you know 
we fell in love. But like all good stories, even when the 
ending is known to you there's still the thrill of discovering 
how it came to be, how we got from Point A to Point C. What 
was Point B? 


I'll tell you, it was fortuitous that Sean and | ever saw each 
other again. And of course that was the key, seeing each 
other. Our eyes locking, two people randomly finding each 
other in a city of eight million. It was a moment where 
nothing else but fate could have been playing, an instant 
Spark of recognition and desire that erupted in a glance so 
quick that time would have had a difficult time recording it. 


* OK OK x 


Work kept me late on Thursday, a couple weeks after I'd 
met Sean. He'd been on my mind, mostly because of the 
missed opportunity—or was that a lost opportunity?— 
between us. Part of me wondered why he left, and part of 
me just said move on, cute guys in New York are like the 
Post: a new one every day, and easy to read. So, | was 
heading out the door at just after seven-thirty and the snow 
had started to fall again. We were still locked in a cold, 
snowy winter, and not unlike that holiday weekend when | 


went out to Barrage, the snow had a twinkling, romantic 
quality to it. It hadn't all turned to slush yet. 


Still, | had worn my boots, and so | headed toward the 
Subway. (Many nights | just walked home, work being on the 
east side, home on the west.) Down the stairs | went to Fifty- 
ninth and Lex, | joined the throngs of New Yorkers as we 
escaped the wet snow and retreated to our subterranean 
city. The narrow platform wasn't crowded, and | imagined 
the snowy weather was delaying certain trains, notably the 
N, which came from Queens via elevated tracks. So | wasn't 
Surprised to see an R train come first, but that didn't matter 
to me, as either the N or R would take me to Times Square, 
where | would get off. So | hopped aboard, finding a small 
area near the doors in which to stand. The doors closed, and 
the train jostled forward. A familiar rhythm set in, and 
despite the fact that | was surrounded by strangers, | could 
feel my whole body relax; I'd be home in fifteen minutes. 


Fate had another plan, though, and given its result, how 
could | object? 


As we pulled into the station at Fifth Avenue, my eyes were 
directed to the Queens-bound side of the station, and | 
looked on as dozens of anxious, tired, and impatient New 
Yorkers waited for a train to whisk them home. | caught 
sight of a man with dark wavy hair, dressed in a dark suit 
somewhat hidden by a long overcoat. There was something 
familiar about him, and | actually did a double-take, and 
that's when my eyes found themselves being stared back 
at. It was Sean, waiting on the other platform, and he'd 
somehow seen me and I'd somehow seen him. My initial 
reaction was that simple: it wasn't possible, not in a city of 
eight million people. But on that second glance, there was 
no denying it. He was my lost Sean. The train was coming to 
a stop and just then I noticed another train barreling into the 


station from the other side. With my view suddenly 
obscured, | lost sight of Sean—I had no idea which train he 
needed or whether he truly had seen me, and all at once | 
found myself saddled with a case of indecision. What to do? 
Here I'd just seen the man | wished had never left my bed 
that morning, but the opportunity to see him and talk to him 
and ask him why he left was quickly disappearing. My train 
had stopped, the doors had opened, and people were 
getting on and people were getting off, both at the same 
time, and | stood like a frozen statue, unsure what to do. 
What if | got off and Sean was gone? What if he got on the 
train and disappeared down the subway's dark tunnels? 
Looking at the subway doors like they were a portal to 
another time, another adventure, | steeled my legs for a last 
minute call to action. 


Pushing people to the side, apologizing as | did so, | ran for 
the open space between the doors—just as they were 
closing. Subways doors are not like elevator doors; they do 
not spare your body, they do not give you a chance to push 
them back. But someone | managed to squeeze through, 
and, with a slight bruise to my leg, stumbled out onto the 
platform. Once again the doors closed, and the train pulled 
out of the station. This time | wasn't on the train, | was on 
the platform, seemingly alone—most everyone had hopped 
aboard the train. 


The same was true, | noticed, on the other side. The 
Queens-bound train had already left, taking with it most of 
the waiting passengers. | found myself walking down the 
platform, trying to determine whether Sean had gotten on 
the train. | didn't see him, and as a result | began to 
question my own eyesight—did | really see him, or were my 
eyes deceiving me? It was not unlike when Sean and | had 
made love that one night and I'd detected something in his 
eyes that went beyond the night, beyond the moment. 


Okay, so Sean was not to be seen, and what had | achieved 
in the process? Delaying my trip home was all. | stared 
down the tunnel and did not see an oncoming train. Yet | did 
hear a rumble in the distance, and quickly | determined that 
the train was once again coming toward the opposite side 
platform—Queens-bound. A stupid impulse took over—or 
maybe it was my hormones?—and | raced up the stairs, 
crossed over and bounded my way down the stairs on the 
other side just as the train was pulling into the station. The 
doors opened and | hopped aboard and | urged the doors to 
close and wished the train forward, as though it could catch 
up to the previous train, even though | knew that was 
unlikely; or better yet, impossible. One had been an N, this 
one was an R. After Fifty-ninth and Lex, they went into 
separate sections of Queens. | told myself to just get off at 
the next stop, and then catch the next train back downtown 
and forget about this ridiculous pursuit. It was a flight of 
fancy, based on a one-night stand that had little chance of 
moving forward, especially given the fact | had no idea 
where to find the man whose eyes, whose heart, had 
seemingly pierced mine. 


The conductor's voice broke me from my thoughts. “Next 
stop, Fifty-ninth Street, Lexington Avenue, final stop in 
Manhattan. This is a Queens-bound R train to Seventy-first 
Continental." 


So, when the train came to a stop, | did the rational thing 
(for the first time since boarding the subway). | got off and 
walked to the other side of the platform. All this back-and- 
forth on subway platforms might have gotten any number of 
tourists turned around, but thankfully I'd been in New York 
long enough that | had the tricks of the trains down pat. | 
stood on the downtown side, feeling foolish but anonymous, 
too—such was the joy of New York. No one was paying 
attention to you. 


Except, someone was. 
Someone by the same of Sean. 


He was leaning against one of the metal support columns, 
about a hundred feet away. His arms were crossed, and he 
was Staring directly at me. A smile lit his face, and truth be 
told, that smile seemed to travel across the platform and 
find its way to mine, because | was grinning uncontrollably. 
At last | moved forward, and so did he, and before long we'd 
met in the middle of the platform. 


"Hi,” | Said. 
"Hi,” he said back. 


It wasn't awkward, our reunion, but it wasn't perfect either. | 
think neither of us Knew what to say after the easy greeting; 
the next words were always the hardest, because they 
determined the course of the convention, the flow of the 
relationship. 


"| can't believe | actually saw you—on a subway of all 
things,” | said. 


"Yeah, but you know, perhaps..." 


Whatever else he said was drowned out by the thrum of an 
approaching train. No, make that two trains, one on each 
side of the platform. Our eyes locked, and then as quickly 
parted, as we both watched the two trains barrel their way 
into the station. One would be for me, the other for him. 
Doors were opened, people got off and got on, 
announcements were made, and neither of us made any 
move to, well, move. We waited out the noise, the activity, 
the departure of both trains, and then we were alone on the 
platform, and finally Sean finished what he was saying. 


"our meeting means | shouldn't have left you that night." 
On a night of closing doors, suddenly one had opened. 
"Why did you?” | asked. 


"Come on, neither of us wants to go home. Let's get a 
drink." 


And so we left the subway, and found our way to the closest 
bar we knew, another laid-back bar with a cute clientele, 
O.W. (once named Oscar Wilde) on Fifty-eighth Street. We 
settled onto stools at the bar, ordered a couple of beers, 
and suddenly our night from a couple weeks ago had drifted 
back to us as easily as the snow fell on Manhattan's streets, 
and for the first time since our serendipitous meeting on the 
Subway our shoulders relaxed and our bodies reacted to 
each other. | leaned over and | kissed Sean, and he kissed 
me back, and then suddenly he said, “I'm sorry, Jake." 


"Why?" 
"For leaving you." 


"Hey, there was no obligation to anything beyond that 
night,” | said, not really believing it but wanting to give him 
a chance to save face. 


"That's sweet of you to say, but we both know it's not true." 


"So then tell me,” | said, taking a sip of beer as a delaying 
measure to the question | truly wanted to ask, the one he 
hadn't answered when I'd first asked it on the subway 
platform. “Why did you leave?" 


"Because, | heard what you said ... that you loved me." 


"|... | never said ... oh, Sean. Do you mean as you fell 
asleep? Oh, but what | said was that | loved when you 
looked at me. Your eyes, they have a power all their own, 
and | found them looking into me, and maybe what they 
saw was love and maybe what you felt was a kind of 
transference, that maybe | was showing my love even 
though | didn't even realize it. | know, it's all too much, and 
all too soon. Who could believe it when you just meet 
someone in a bar, that's not how it's supposed to go, you're 
not supposed to fall in love in a bar. And | don't know that | 
did, but | did later, in my apartment, in my bed, with you. 
But then you left, and | had no way to reach you, no way to 
find you." 


"And then New York too care of the rest. It made sure to 
connect two people who knew what they wanted but were 
afraid, too, of what they wanted." 


| leaned forward and kissed Sean again. He opened his 
mouth, receptive to my lips, my tongue, my touch. 


"Shall we try again?" 
"Yes, but not tonight." 


"No, no, that's not what | want. A second one-night stand 
would hurt me that much more." 


"So,” Sean said, “how about you give me your number, how 
about we go on a date, and how about we take it from 
there?" 


| agreed, and | gave him my number and he gave me his, 
and then we finished our beers and we headed out into the 
New York night. The lights were all aglow; the traffic was 
Snarled by the increasing volume of snow; people looked 
annoyed, pissed, at the weather, about the challenge to get 


home, about the daily stresses of their lives. But Sean and |, 
we ignored all that, we gave each other as passionate a kiss 
as we could, one where my toes curled and my cock moved 
and my heart swelled, and when we parted our smiles lit our 
faces and our eyes gleamed with the promise of new love. 


"I'll call you soon,” Sean said. 
"I'll call you sooner,” | said. 


We smiled again, we kissed again, and then Sean walked 
away, down the street, where the mixed and mingled with 
an assortment of other who walked the snowy sidewalks of 
Manhattan. And though they could have swallowed him up, 
although | could have lost sight of him, they didn't and | 
didn't, because, frankly, he was all | could see, illuminated 
by the street lights and the falling snow and, suddenly, by a 
new light. And | knew what it was; it was the glow of his cell 
phone pressed against his ear. 


At that point my own phone rang and | picked it up and said, 
“Hello." 


And Sean said, from a visible distance but yet from so 
nearby, too, “I love the way look at me, too." 


And then he was gone, back down into the subway system, 
ready to head home. As for me, | started walking. Suddenly 
the snow, the cold, neither of those things bothered me. | 
was warm from Sean's kisses, from his touch, from his 
phone call. And as | journeyed home, | watched the 
snowflakes fall; there were so many, more than you could 
count, more than eight million. 


But only one did | catch on my tongue. 
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HOT, HOT, HOT 


There they were, in the window, the most perfect pair of 
Shorts he'd ever laid eyes on. They weren't your ordinary 
beach shorts or cargo shorts or even those ridiculously 
tacky plaid Bermuda ones. Nope, these shorts were made of 
leather and adorned with shiny metal and other glistening 
items ... and they were hot, hot, hot. That's even what he 
said, a direct quote. 


"OMG, those are hot, hot, hot." 


Erik had a habit of sending far too many text messages and 
as a result his speak had gotten noticeably “text-y” over the 
years. His friends were used to it, especially Tim, who was 
right now standing beside Erik, thoroughly unimpressed with 
the leather shorts they were gazing at. 


"What's the big deal? There's barely any material to them—I 
mean, they're real short." 


"Hello? That's the point! More skin." 
"Why not just go naked?" 


Erik grinned. “Baby steps, Tim, baby steps. Come on, let's 
go in and check them out." 


"We're gonna be late. Erik, | think you're stalling." 
"No, I'm not. And don't mention ... him." 
And with that little bit of denial, Erik made his way inside. 


The NightLife Boutique on Santa Monica Boulevard was busy 
for a late-night, but then again, it was Friday and things 


didn't really get going in West Hollywood until the sky truly 
darkened. The bars obviously knew this pattern, and so too 
did some of the specialty stores that lined the busy 
boulevard. The Nightlife, purveyors of sexy clothes, 
condoms and toys, movies and other such items, was a 
bustling hive on the cool October evening. The midnight 
hour was fast approaching and guys were either getting 
ready for a long night of partying—or were picking up 
supplies for an early night in. 


Tim reluctantly followed his friends inside; the front door 
was open already and accommodating. Wasting little time, 
Erik wound his way toward the far wall like a man on a 
mission, where a few racks of clothing were waiting for 
someone to show some interest. Erik's eyes were wide as he 
flipped through some other styles of shorts, looking for 
black leather shorts he'd seen in the window. First rack, 
nothing. Second rack, same result. 


"WTF?” Erik asked, his fingers doing the talking through row 
after row of randy clothes. 


Tim, standing impatiently at the top of the aisle, suggested 
he ask the sales guy for help. 


"Geez, give me a sec, Tim, there's like, four more racks and 
lots of leather to look through. This ain't exactly a Laura 
Ashley shop, you know." 


"Now that I'd pay to see,” Tim remarked. 
"Be-itch!" 


Erik then ignored his friend and went back to his search and 
still, he was coming up with a big fat zilch. Where were 
those shorts? Honestly, why advertise something in a 
window when the item that dragged you in was nowhere to 


be seen? F-ing sales clerks, they were CTs just like the boys 
in every bar in WeHo. Just like ... well, never mind, we're not 
talking about Him. Besides, Erik should know all about being 
a tease, he'd been called that on more than one occasion. 


Finally, he came to the last racks of clothes, but they were 
all leather jackets with chains and other heavy metal items. 
Seventy-five degrees in the evening and what's this store 
pushing? Leather jackets. Sure, they were nice and Erik 
would no doubt look HHH in any one of them, but what 
would really complete the outfit was no shirt and dammit ... 
those sexy little black leather shorts. That would show that 
son of a bitch. 


Stop it, he reminded himself. This night was about fresh 
starts, the bloom of new romance or at least temporary, 
mind-blowing sex. 


By now fifteen minutes had elapsed since they'd entered 
the store, and Tim was getting noticeably antsy. The plan 
had been to hit the bars with a couple of friends, have a few 
beers, end the night down at the Abbey, maybe meet 
someone for a quick, meaningful LA fuck, then laze around 
the rest of the weekend in their underwear. Tim decided to 
remind Erik of the plan. 


"Yeah, | know, Brad and Simon can just wait for us. And look, 
| know this was your way of getting me back out and 
forgetting about that a-hole. (Even mad he spoke text-y.) 
Hey, just text them, say we're running late, that I've fallen in 
love already. They're half expecting that anyway. Besides, | 
want those shorts. Wait, change that, | need those shorts." 


"Whatever happened to plain old Calvins." 


"So last decade, so last boyfriend,” Erik replied. “Okay, I'm 
gonna go ask one of those snotty clerks where the eff 


they're hiding them." 
"Good approach,” Tim remarked dryly. 


Erik found one clerk behind the counter, just to the right of 
the window display. He was busy checking out a customer— 
and by that he was taking his money and then watching his 
ass as the boy-toy retreated back outside. Erik had to wait a 
beat before the guy's attention returned to focus on his new 
customer. 


"Oh, hey, sorry ... you find something you like?" 


"Sort of. | like those shorts that are in the window. But | can't 
find them in the store." 


"Oh ... those. Yeah, that's the last pair." 
"I'll take ‘em." 
"Honey, they're kinda ... pricey." 


Erik blanched. Was this guy assuming Erik didn't have the 
money for the shorts? What, were they made of fricking 
diamonds and gold? It was just leather, and not a lot of it for 
that matter. How much could they cost anyway? Not that he 
really cared what they cost, when you needed something 
this badly, cost was hardly a concern. As though the lower 
your self-esteem, they higher the bill. 


“Two hundred fifty." 


“Two hundred fifty what? Pennies?” Tim asked, stepping in 
between his friend and the greedy store employee. He 
realized he needed to calm his friend down. Why this 
sudden fascination for these shorts, he couldn't be sure. A 


substitute for Dan? Dan who dumped him, Dan who cheated 
on him, Dan who broke his heart? 


The clerk's smile was effete but pointed. “Dollars." 
"For a pair of shorts?" 


Erik jumped in again, pushing Tim aside. “Look, can | see 
them.... touch them? Then I'll know whether | want to spend 
the money on them.” But he already knew, they had to be 
his. 


The clerk paused, clearly weighing the time spent and the 
prognosis for purchase. But Erik was adamant and he wasn't 
leaving, that's just what he said. Soon the mannequin had 
been stripped bare (much to the pleasure of some drunken 
juvenile fools out on the sidewalk) and Erik was holding in 
his hands his dream shorts. 


Up close ... they were beautiful. The leather was the softest 
he'd ever felt, and along the seams on the side he noticed 
little crystal beads which gleamed, even in the awful 
florescent lighting of the store. Under real light they would 
glisten, and Erik would too. At the crotch was a mesh-like 
window, which would give his package room to breathe. He 
liked that. Ooh, he liked that a lot. But what he really liked 
was the metal belt that ran along the top of the shorts, it 
added weight to the fabric as well as an extra-special sex 
appeal. 


"Like butter—not rubber, and that fresh leather smell, it's... 
"I know, | Know, hot hot hot." 


Erik ignored the sarcasm, instead concentrated on running 
his thumb along the fabric. He imagined himself slipping 
inside the shorts, his body curving nicely to its contours. The 


way his cock would feel brushing against the inside 
material, both the leather and the mesh. Desire started to 
flood through him, and for a moment he grew light-headed. 
God, it was like he was having sex right here and now (and 
not with that fucker Dan), everyone watching him, waiting 
for the feel of the leather to bring him to the heights of 
absolute ecstasy. For a moment he closed his eyes and let 
the fantasy wash over him. To hell with what others thought, 
this was Los Angeles, weird was normal and passion was 
craved. 


Just then his eyes blinked wide. A current of fear hit him as 
he wondered what if they were the wrong size. They were 
the last pair in the store, what if they were a medium or ... 
horrors, a large. He hated to think of the body needed to fill 
a large pair of these shorts. Kind of defeated their 
purpose.... They had to be small, but who put small in the 
window, in a town like this everyone was borderline anorexic 
and small always went fast. He was almost afraid to look. 


But then there it was, on the white label attached to the 
back of the shorts. 


S. 
Erik breathed easily, almost a sexual release. 
"Can I try them on?” Erik asked. 


The clerk gave him a dubious look. “Does it look like we 
have a dressing room?" 


"Yeah, | didn't think so,” he said, his mind racing with 
thoughts, possibilities, scenarios. Revenge fantasies. Finally, 
he said, “I'll take them." 


Tim, buttoned up, preppy, and growing visibly frustrated, 
said, “Erik, you're going to spend two hundred and fifty 
dollars on clothes the size of a handkerchief? Come on, | 
know why you're doing this. But they're just shorts ... 
nothing more." 


Erik set the shorts down, briefly, turning to his friend and 
holding him at the shoulders. “See, Tim, that's where you 
and | differ. These shorts represent something new, fresh, a 
way to awaken me and let me know I'm sexy. I'm a man of 
impulse and desire, | can go with the flow. You need 
everything planned down to the last second." 


"I'm not arguing spontaneity here, Erik—I'm talking next 
month's rent." 


"That why we have credit cards,” Erik said, and as if to 
prove his point he whipped his out and slapped it down on 
the counter. The clerk quickly slid the card through his 
machine, waiting for an approval from Visa. Authorization 
came through, Erik signed the slip, the clerk put the shorts 
in the bag, and at last the transaction was finalized. 


Once back out on Santa Monica, Tim grabbed hold of Erik's 
hand and said it was time for them to hustle, there was 
probably a line already outside the bar and he hated 
waiting, it looked so needy 


"And trust me, you need something to further deflate your 
ego, you stand on line while hot guys are swirling inside like 
they've been pre-approved." 


"You go ahead, I'm going home." 


"Erik!" 


"What, you don't expect me to walk around WeHo all night 
with these shorts, what if | misplace the bag or someone 
steals them or ... a spaceship lands in the center of the 
Abbey and they need leather as fuel to get back to their 
home planet." 


Despite himself, Tim laughed. “Okay Mr. Wild Imagination, 
what do you propose?" 


“Just meet up with Brad and Simon, I'll be along in about an 
hour." 


"And where are you going?" 
"Home." 


"No, no, it's taken me three weeks to convince you go out 
again, and finally you've agreed. He won't be out ... and 
even if he is, you've got us at your side." 


"| know. But I've got to try these on." 


Tim knew his friend. Knew there was no changing his mind. 
“Fine. Call me later. But don't fall asleep." 


"| won't. I'll text you." 
"Of course you will. LOL." 


Erik gave his best friend a quick peck on the cheek, said, 
“Thanks,” then went dashing between the crowded 
sidewalks of Santa Monica in search of his car. He had a 
date tonight, a hotter one than even he could have 
imagined. God, these f-ing shorts were going to look so hot 
on him. Hot, hot, hot. Fuck Dan. 


* OK OOK x 


There was a reason he'd bought a floor-length mirror. As 
loyal a friend as Erik was, vanity had its place in his heart as 
well and as bad as he felt about ditching Tim he knew there 
would be no quieting the voice in his head if he didn't rush 
home and try these shorts on. So, there he stood before the 
Oval mirror staring at his dressed-to-party outfit, which he 
would quickly shed, like a snake does its skin, and reveal his 
new, desirous look. 


Even when casually undressing, Erik thought there was 
something wildly erotic about exposing your skin and 
yourself to whomever was watching. A close friend, a new 
lover, or just your own being and whatever fantasies that 
lived inside you. The past few weeks, he'd been alone with 
those fantasies, remembering lovers from before Dan had 
entered his life. His current fantasy certainly involved the 
beautiful pair of shorts he'd just spent his hard-earned 
money on, and so without further ado, his own party began. 


At age twenty-seven, Erik was in great shape, not one of 
those gym-toned bodies but more naturally slim that he 
further benefited from with a thrice-weekly jog through 
Laurel Canyon. His clothes clung tightly to his body, often 
leaving little to the imagination. Still, there was nothing like 
the real thing, peeling away layers to reveal it all. 


So he shed himself first of his shirt, one button at a time, 
choosing to go from bottom to top. In the mirror he watched 
as his flat stomach was exposed, his blip of a belly button 
and above. At last the final button was released and he slid 
the shirt off his shoulders, watching the reflection in the 
mirror as it billowed to the ground behind him. His nipples 
were already hardened, but then again he thought they had 
been since the moment he'd touched the shorts. Gazing at 
his chest, his strong pecs, the silky smooth skin, he knew he 
was all that and more. God, it felt good to think of himself 


this way, positively. Like someone could find him attractive 
again. 


His hands wound their way down his chest, his fingers 
further teasing his nipples into submission. Twisting them 
ever-so slightly, he winced at the first sign of pain, then 
pushed just a bit further. Biting his lip, closing his crystal 
blue eyes, he imagined his hands now belonged to a dark 
sexy lover with gentle hands and rough intentions, gliding 
down the center of his chest. His touch sent shivers of 
desire throughout his body, beyond a tickle but not quite an 
orgasm. His breath was short, nearly a pant. 


Just then his fingers came to rest on the snap of his jeans, 
and with a quick one-two motion not only did the snap come 
undone but the zipper slid open to reveal a pair of black 
underwear. His thought? Boring! Removing the jeans from 
the rest of his body took a bit more effort, they were his 
Super skinny ones and he wore them like paint. Again his 
mind flashed an image of clothes fitting tight against his 
body, this time he was clad in his newly-gained shorts. A 
stirring in his shorts brought him back to the moment. 


Dressed now only in his undies, Erik took to the mirror like a 
model getting a first look at his latest outfit. He swirled, he 
turned, he gazed, then he slapped his butt for fun, the 
impact coming harder than even he expected. Dan had 
been a plain lover, never taking things to an edgy level. It 
felt good to hear the smack of skin against skin, hand 
against ass. Again, his cock stirred, beginning to rise now 
from its dormant position and into a more prominent role in 
this ever-deepening fantasy. 


Once again, Erik's hand did the talking, his fingers slipping 
beneath the elastic of his shorts and gently easing them off 
his slim hips until the force of gravity took control and did 


the rest. At last the final garment lay at his feet, and with a 
playful twirl he kicked his foot into the air and watched as 
the shorts went sailing across the room. They landed on the 
lamp by his bedside, immediately sending the room into 
darker shadows. He looked around, and it was almost as 
though there were three of him in the room. 


” 


"Ooh, a threesome. Kink-o-rama,” he said, laughing. The 
sound of his voice echoed; it felt unfamiliar, as though it had 
disappeared awhile ago and only now returned. 


By now his cock was fully extended, and he stole another 
lingering look into the mirror. Being a gay man in his late 
twenties, it wasn't as though what stood before him was 
much of a stranger (to him or to others ... ) but still he felt 
the heat, the anticipation, of what was to come. He'd always 
been a sexual being, and even though he was cute and had 
a nice body and most nights had more offers for sex than he 
could handle, it didn't mean he shied away from the idea of 
self-pleasure. Toward the end with Dan, sometimes it was 
better. 


Face it, Erik, you're a sexy dude, time to remember that. The 
hair surrounding his cock was decidedly trimmed, and just a 
hint of treasure wound its way up toward his belly. He had 
considered removing that trail altogether but tonight he was 
glad for it, ooh how it would look sneaking out from beneath 
the edge of the shorts. 


That's what he said to the mirror, and the smile he received 
back was devilish. This was fun. Clothes on, he knew his 
smile was one of his stronger selling points. Shed of 
society's skin now, he knew there were other attributes he 
brought to the game, but really, when you got to this point 
weren't you pretty much playing already? 


Reaching down, Erik stroked his cock, watching as the thick 
head grew just a bit more in size. He rubbed the tip, already 
beginning to feel the presence of pre-cum. Yes, with what 
was about to happen, it wouldn't be long before satisfaction 
found its way back into his heart. Not long at all. See, he 
knew himself and he knew his limits and he knew his boiling 
point, and so he was right to tell Tim he'd meet them all at 
the bar in an hour. 


The moment of truth had finally arrived. The leather shorts, 
which had called to him from the store window and had 
ridden shotgun in the car; the shorts that had watched his 
Strip show from inside the paper bag from NightLife, now 
was the time for them to reveal all. Erik moved back to the 
bed, and he took hold of the bag as he would a first kiss 
from a new lover. Then he slid his hands inside the hungry 
mouth of the bag, emitting a sharp cry of desire as his 
fingers made initial contact with the soft leather. He waited 
a moment for the feeling to wash over him, coming to rest 
in the tips of his toes, the sensation orgasmic in nature. But 
no, he cautioned himself, not yet. 


He withdrew the tiny shorts from the bag, brought them 
over to the mirror. Spread between his hands, he at last 
drank the sight of them in, growing thirsty at the thought of 
their appeal. His mouth dry, his fingers sweaty, Erik was 
suddenly a mix of tastes and emotions, the idea that what 
you most wanted was in close range and you feared it 
couldn't possibly live up to the expectation. But he knew 
these shorts would, oh yes oh yes oh yes. He knew exactly 
how they would feel. 


Bending down, Erik lifted one leg, then the other, and at last 
his skin had made contact with the silk-like, buttery leather. 
As he slowly slid the shorts up his legs, he watched in the 
mirror as the feathery hair on his legs bristled at the 


disturbance of the foreign material. But he kept going, the 
teasing sensation ratcheting up the temptation level. His 
cock bounced and flounced, as though realizing it was soon 
to be encased in a prison that threatened to keep it from its 
desperate, desired outcome. The leather shorts were 
making their way closer, over the knees and up the thighs, 
stretching its limits as tight material clung to muscular skin. 
Erik could feel his legs buckle, and for a moment he thought 
he might need to sit, to kneel, anything to secure his 
footing. But the wave passed, and once again the shorts 
were nearly at their destination. Just a few more inches and 
the ultimate in pleasure would be all his. The look, the feel, 
the delicate wonderful enticing touch of the most fabulous 
piece of clothing he'd ever owned, ever worn. 


Finally, he pulled the shorts up against his waist and he 
watched in the mirror as the tight fabric secured itself 
around his ass, gazed at his cock as it was swallowed up 
whole by the mesh pouch in the front. Running his hands 
against the material, he could almost feel the heat of the 
leather sink into his pores, burn away the sweat of his 
palms. The cloying, wonderful smell of leather invaded his 
olfactory senses, wafting down his throat and settling inside 
him. He opened his mouth to breathe, and damn if he didn't 
see smoke escape, the heat coming off his body now. 


He fingered the mesh of the shorts, realized there was an 
opening there, and with careful precision, he guided his 
thickened cock through the mesh. His engorged penis nearly 
touched the mirror now, its shaft held in place by the tight 
leather. A gentle stroke led to another, and then another, 
and Erik watched in the mirror as the twin cocks—the real 
and the image—interacted, played, taunted. With his other 
hand he rubbed the leather shorts, running his thumb again 
around the thin belt. The cool touch of metal counter-acted 
with the heat of the leather and Erik could feel the pressure 


mounting deep within himself. This was the moment he'd 
craved, the attention he'd sought, the knowledge that he 
still had it, that it really didn't matter what you wore, it was 
how you felt. But sometime in life you needed a little extra 
help, and damn damn damn, if these shorts hadn't pushed 
him over the edge.... 


His cock erupted with a power he could scarcely remember, 
and for a few moments his breath escaped him and his 
lungs constricted. Erik closed his eyes and pumped, pumped 
again, not stopping until every last drop had left him. He 
Shuddered once, twice, and again, and finally, at last, 
willingly, he opened his eyes and let his lungs take their first 
deep breath in minutes. He was woozy, light-headed, but in 
the mirror was a reflection he hadn't seen in weeks. 


"Erik, you're back. And from the looks of it, better than 
ever." 


Stuffing his cock back inside the mesh weave of the shorts, 
Erik decided it was time to rejoin his friends. Time to rejoin 
the dating pool. He tossed on his jeans and his shirt quickly, 
he was anxious now to hit the bar scene. On his lamp those 
old Calvins remained; Erik kept the shorts on. Tonight, he 
hoped to show them off to someone else. 


As he left his apartment, he reached for his phone and 
tapped away a text message to Tim. 


"On my way. R y ready fr action? Shorts? HHH? Like me." 
Erik grinned widely, he'd felt like himself again. 


Man, that felt good. Then again, damn, so did those leather 
shorts. 
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ONE. 
Jake 


He felt the man's warm touch first, even before his eyes 
stirred and tired body awakened. Bright sun glinted against 
his lids, forcing them open. Morning had arrived, and with it 
a beautiful day on Manhattan's Upper West Side. Sunshine 
bathed the east-facing bedroom with its early light, and 
most days he valued such an awakening. Today, though, his 
head was heavy with sleep—with drink too—and of course 
with a certain amount of remorse over what he'd done last 
night. He glanced over at the outstretched hand, the 
muscular, hairy arm it was attached to, and his first thought 
was: “oh, shit, not again." 


It wasn't that the handsome Jake Westbury was 
unaccustomed to having another man in his bed, he liked 
nothing more. But this ... stranger—there was no other word 
for it—elicited such a strong reaction because Jake had 
promised himself he'd stop fucking people he barely knew. 
Not yet forty, but also not exactly on the favorable side of 
thirty, wasn't he over this foolish phase yet? Yes, he'd said 
that before on more than one occasion, and no doubt he'd 
end up saying it, thinking it ... swearing about it even more 
once he got this guy out of his apartment. 


Not that Jake was complaining. The energetic romp had 
been a good one—sexy and sweaty, loud and lascivious, the 
perfect antidote to the boredom of earlier last night. Frankly, 
he was tired of spending nights by himself. What was the 
point of a queen-sized bed if you couldn't share it with a 
fellow queen? He'd wanted to get laid last night, and he'd 
set out to Gaslight, his favorite new bar, with just such a 
mission on his mind. Two drinks into his night, standing at 


the bar, moving to the music like he hadn't a care in the 
world, he was busy keeping a keen eye on the front door, 
scoping out each new arrival. Somehow he'd missed this 
one guy's entrance, but he sure spotted him now, nursing 
what looked like a vodka tonic. 


Jake drank in his dark, exotic looks. His face scruffy, a 
generous, enticing sprig of chest hair popping out of his T- 
shirt—Jake's cock had taken quick notice of both—he was 
hooked. For the next few minutes he concentrated on furtive 
glances directed at the guy until they'd gotten noticed. 
Bingo. Now he was making his way over to Jake, the night's 
intention suddenly crystal clear. You, me, us, a bed, and lots 
of sweaty sex. Interested? 


What happened next was like a pre-arranged dance, both 
men in tune with the necessary moves. They shook hands 
upon meeting, the man's grip strong. They exchanged 
names, then bright smiles as each other offered to buy the 
other a drink. Later, they kissed when they took seats 
toward the back of the bar, not caring that others guys were 
looking. Fuck ‘em, Jake thought. Actually, fuck me, and that 
thought was directed at the stranger sitting beside him. 


His name was Nico—no need for last names here—and he 
had a fucking sexy accent. He was visiting New York with 
two male friends, thankfully neither of them in sight to spoil 
this encounter. Turned out, the other two were partying at a 
straight club down in the Village, so Nico explained. What 
was Nico here at Gaslight? Because they were all sharing 
hotel rooms for cost-saving reasons, and as he whispered to 
Jake, his thick beard scratchy against his neck, “I hate 
sharing rooms." 


"How about beds? Do you mind sharing those?" 


His forthrightness surprised him. Jake wasn't naturally 
aggressive, but this guy defined hot. Enviable stares at the 
bar only helped feed Jake's confidence. They talked more, 
fingers surreptitiously caressing legs, knees, Nico's furry 
arms. He was from Spain, he stated, and Jake admitting to a 
having a thing for foreign guys. That's how the night had 
begun. 


Now it was just past eight o'clock the next morning, and 
Jake, despite feeling eminently satisfied from several rounds 
of yummy sex, couldn't help but feel a bit of buyer's 
remorse. He knew this encounter was a one-time fling. He'd 
had his share of them, he recognized their familiar scent. 
Was this how his life was meant to play out, changing 
partners like he changed the sheets ... or his mind? Didn't 
he want something a bit more permanent? A relationship? 


He rose from the bed quietly, so as to not wake Nico. Before 
leaving the room, he stared longingly at the hot specimen 
lying in his bed. His lower body covered by a rumpled sheet, 
otherwise he was laid out in pure deliciousness. Skin like 
chocolate, strong arms and a muscled chest covered with a 
blanket of dark, curly hair, his drop-dead handsome face 
was adorned with a sexy smile even in sleep. Why was Jake 
walking away from all this and not jumping the guy's bones 
again? Morning had a way of sobering him up, literally and 
figuratively. 


Padding naked into the kitchen, he rubbed his eyes as he 
made his way toward the coffee maker. After several beers 
and couple of shots, Jake's slim body was feeling a little 
hung-over, perhaps a bit sore too. The numerous positions 
he'd assumed last night as the hairy Spaniard fucked him 
the obvious reason he felt so stiff. Suddenly, his cock 
jumped. Great, here he was making coffee and his cock was 


growing hard at the memory, like it was fueled by its own 
shot of foreign blend. 


“Let me guess what you're thinking about?" 


Jake spun around at the sound of the accented voice. He 
smiled at the sight of Nico dressed only in tight black shorts. 
Jake remembered when he'd used his teeth to remove them. 


“Morning,” Jake said. “Coffee?" 
“Thank you. Yes, I think | could use some coffee." 
"It will only be a minute or so, | like to make it fresh." 


"The aroma, it woke me up. | admit | was disappointed to 
find the bed empty." 


"Well, you never know ... the next morning?" 


Nico moved so close to Jake he thought he could feel the 
man's thick stubble. “If | didn't want to be here, | would 
have left while you slept. Is that how it goes with the men 
you have sex with? You wish them to leave ... afterwards?" 


Jake realized his shallowness. “No. Though lots of guys 
prefer to leave under the cover of darkness rather than 
endure the walk of shame." 


"| do not know this phrase, walk of shame. What is shameful 
about love-making?" 


"Nothing. Just ... wow, I'm not used to such honesty from a 
pick-up." 


Nico laughed. “A pick-up. Is that what | am? | think you 
Americans are so busy putting labels on everything, you 
lose sight of what's enjoyable." 


"Trust me, Nico, | enjoyed every moment.” He paused, 
emitted a bright smile. 


"See, there is that smile that attracted me to you last night. 
Even with such low lights, | could see you were very 
attractive. And | am glad you had fun with me. Perhaps ... 
we can have more fun?” A thick eyebrow was raised, curious 
and enticing. 


Temptation beat out common sense. Nico quickly took hold 
of Jake's hand, leading him to the living room. There he 
hungrily pushed Jake down, promising he would soon return. 
Lying on his back, Jake stared up at the ceiling fan, thinking 
he should probably turn it on, keep them cool while they 
sweated up a storm. Then his eyes fell on the framed 
posters on the wall behind the sofa. Vintage posters 
representing London, Paris, Rome, adorned with old steamer 
trunks, and in the backdrop representations of Big Ben, the 
Eiffel Tower, and the Coliseum, respectively. He felt bad not 
to have Spain represented, but who needed pictures when 
the real attraction of the country was coming right for him. 


Nico's uncut cock was already hard, sheathed in a condom; 
the bottle of lube was in his hands. Just like last night, a 
quick swipe was all that was needed, and before Jake knew 
it, the hot Spaniard hovered above him, pleasure at the 
ready. Jake's face was just inches away from the dense, 
velvety hair that covered Nico's chest. He might shoot his 
load again right there and then. 


"You have enjoyed my chest. Many Americans, they shave." 


"Hairy chests are so sexy, yours is amazing. Do it, Nico, fuck 
me hard." 


He grinned. “I very much like the sound of that." 


Nico's cock was long but thin, so when he entered Jake it 
didn't so much as hurt as took a moment to settle in. Jake 
exhaled as the entire length of that cock pierced him. Nico's 
expression was a mix of desire and pleasure as he thrust 
hard. He thrust again and that time Jake screamed out for 
him to do it again, again, again... 


"Ohhh, yeah, don't stop ... oh, man, fuck me hard." 


Nico reacted like a piston given a fresh charge. He pushed 
Jake deep into the cushions of the sofa while maintaining a 
position of brutal strength above him. His cock pushed 
deep, deep, hard, hard, rocking the sofa, banging it against 
the wall. Like they'd done earlier in the bedroom, the 
rocking and rolling probably keeping the neighbors awake. 
Probably waking them up again. 


Nico abruptly pulled out, quickly flipping Jake over. With his 
arms outstretched over the edge of the sofa, Nico drilled 
him from behind with a fast, eager thrust. Again, Jake's 
moans reverberated inside the small apartment. Nico's 
banging continued, hard and fierce. Jake could feel the 
sweaty fur of his chest brushing against his back. 


"Yeah, give it to me. More, more..." 


Nico's driving passion was as good as any Jake had ever 
had. Man, oh man, this guy was great, he knew how to 
move, how to thrust, how to work every inch of his body. 
Suddenly, though, Nico eased up, like his orgasm was 
holding him captive, strangling him. But then he let out a 
deep, guttural sound of passion, and when he thrust next, a 
second time, a third, he finally allowed his body its desired 
eruption. A crash, followed by the sound of shattered glass 
accompanied his orgasm, but Jake ignored it, whatever fell 


wasn't important, he was so close to his own climax that all 
he could think about was Nico, Nico, Nico. 


Nico pulled out, positioning himself onto his back, splayed 
out like a waiting bear. 


"Come on me, my Jake. | want to feel your hot come all over 
my chest..." 


He needed little more encouragement. He locked his knees 
around Nico's waist, one hand rubbing at his cock, the other 
rubbing the glistening sweat that matted his furry chest. He 
closed his eyes, reveling in the springy hair, the sensations 
ripping through him. At last Jake felt his cock about to 
explode, and he leaned back just as thick, heavy spurts shot 
into the air before landing with a sizzle on the dark fur of 
Nico's flat belly. 


"Oh, wow." 
Nico, smiling, said, “I think we broke something." 
"Yeah, me,” Jake said with a laugh. 


"| do not think so,” Nico remarked, and then pressed a sexy 
kiss on Jake's lips. “So, how about that coffee. | must soon 
reunite with my friends from Spain. Though they will not be 
Surprised at what I've been up to; we have only a couple 
more days before we must return home and | cannot keep 
doing this to them. Three nights in a row, they will not be 
pleased." 


"Wait a minute...” Jake said. 


"Oh my Jake, please do not be disappointed. | have enjoyed 
you very much, but as you say, | was only a pick-up. A man 
on holiday, | was eager to sample what America had to offer. 


We will remember our steamy time together, of this I'm 
certain. If it makes you feel better, the others ... | didn't stay 
for the morning. Only you, for now. There are many others 
boys who want to partake of Nico's beauty, and | cannot 
deny them that." 


To say the heat between had grown cold was 
understatement. The moment was over. Both men cleaned 
their bodies and their minds. By the time Jake had poured 
two cups of coffee Nico was fully dressed, the fact he wore 
his shoes indicated a quick departure. Jake tried to disguise 
his surprisingly broken heart, not to mention his sore ass. 


Five minutes later he watched as the sexy Nico closed the 
door behind him, the sudden silence inside his apartment 
more deafening than any noise a night of wild sex could 
create. Jake felt hollow, like he'd been used. Even though 
he'd known it was only for one-night, his earlier remorse 
returned. Another night of meaningless sex, a purely 
physical act with no heart or love or any promise of 
permanence. 


Was this his life? From fuck to fuck, nothing in between? 


As he padded back to the kitchen for a refill, he finally 
noticed what had crashed to the floor while Nico was busy 
screwing him. One of his framed posters had come loose of 
its hook and dropped to the floor. Broken shards from the 
glass frame made getting close to it dangerous. But he'd 
have to clean up the mess, and then maybe he could start 
to fix the mess that was his life. 


"I've got to get out of town for awhile,” Jake said, gazing 
about his empty apartment before his eyes returned to the 
damaged poster. The crooked image of London's Big Ben 


stared back at him. That's when an idea began to form 
inside his mind. 
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TWO. 
Matt 


If only he was strolling along the bright streets of Paris, 
that's what Matthew Donovan wished as he watched a pair 
of lovers pass on by, a small leashed dog accompanying 
them. Okay, they might be breeders, but they were still an 
attractive couple, and he bet just this morning they'd 
enjoyed a role in the sack. They had that kind of warm glow 
about them—like they'd given in to their inner fantasies, to 
be shared only with each other, and right then their eyes 
were expressing such thoughts. Thankfully they didn't 
notice the enviable way Matt was staring at them, they 
might have thought he was a creep, alone on a park bench 
as he was. Paris was for lovers. New York ... Central Park 
certainly, had gone to the dogs. Or maybe the rats. 


Such negative thinking went against the grain of thirty-six- 
year-old Matt Donovan. He tended to see silver linings when 
other people saw clouds. He fell head over heels in love with 
fuzzy puppies that happily played in the park. He saw 
lifelong fantasies when only harsh reality existed. And yes, 
he saw eternal love in the eyes of strangers who passed him 
by. Such were the dreams of a hopeless romantic. 


Why was he filled with such hope on this bright afternoon? 
On this picture-perfect spring day, Matt was ready to fall in 
love all over again. Okay, this was only a first date—a blind 
date to make matters worse, but in Matt's eyes blind was no 
handicap. It represented someone to look forward to, new 
experiences from a new friend in his life. Matt had a 
tendency to over-think dates. In his mind he was already 
picking out China patterns. Mulling a June wedding in 
Vermont, a January honeymoon in the tropics. That was 


always the case, even with the number of disappointments 
he'd suffered through in seventeen years of homo-dating. 


It was getting on toward two o'clock and his date was late. 


Matt checked his cell phone, thinking maybe the guy had 
sent him a text explaining a problem with the subway or bus 
.. no, that couldn't be. Ernie said he lived on the other side 
of the park at Columbus & 81st. And Matt was sitting on a 
bench near Belvedere Castle, a romantic spot located in the 
heart of Central Park. Even so, he checked his messages. 
Only one, and that was a text from his best friend Jake. 


"Need to c u and Freddie. Major development,” the text 
read. “Drinks? 10:00 pm? Gaslight. C u then." 


Matt texted back a provisional ok. “Depends on my date." 
Yeah, depends on whether he shows or not. 


Matt felt a shadowy presence block his sunshine, and he put 
away his phone just in time to see a cute face staring down 
at him. 


"Hey, are you Matt?" 
"I am. Ernie?" 
"That's me." 


The moment was slightly awkward. With Matt seated, Ernie 
standing and fumbling with his hands, a handshake to start 
off a gay date seemed odd, but to hug they would have to 
make a special point of it and on this bright Thursday in 
May, surrounded by the city's unemployed and visiting 
tourists, the last thing they wanted was to attract attention. 
So they both just nodded and smiled before simultaneously 


saying, “Hey, nice to meet you.” Each man chuckled as 
Ernie sat down on the bench. This gave Matt a chance to 
appraise his date. The guy was young—God, he looked 
twenty-two—and, with his tousled brown hair, jeans and 
black t-shirt worn over a black leather jacket, he gave off 
the impression of a preppy boy testing out an edgier role. 


"So...” Ernie said. “Meet-a-Man. Have you used them a lot?" 


Meet-a-Man was an online gay dating service that matched 
men with men, setting up meetings for their matches. No 
photographs, it was all about interests, likes and dislikes. 
Both Matt and Ernie had mentioned in their profiles that 
they liked afternoon dates, and so here they were. Forget 
the fact that there was probably a twelve year difference in 
their ages. But Matt figured they'd get to that eventually. 


"About three months now, a total of four dates. None have 
worked out and only one even went beyond the initial 
meeting." 


"You're my second,” Ernie said. 


"You want to walk? Maybe work our way down to the 
boathouse, have a drink?" 


"Sure. If that's what you want." 


Matt thought that was a strange answer, but maybe the guy 
was just letting him guide the direction of the date. How 
many could this kid have been on, anyway? Speaking of, 
Matt turned to him as the sun glinted off blue eyes, “So, let 
me ask you, Ernie, how come a cute guy like you who's ... 
well, you're young, why resort to a dating service?" 


"I'm not sure if you're insulting me, or yourself." 


Geez, this kid was defensive. “No, | mean, | don't intend any 
harm. It's just, when | was your age | was out at the bars 
with friends, having fun, not even thinking about a boyfriend 
or a relationship. Hell, | was barely out of the closet. You 
seem pretty comfortable with yourself." 


"I'm older than | look,” was Ernie's response. 


"Sorry. Look, why don't we just drop this line of 
conversation." 


"I'm twenty-six, but | prefer someone a bit more seasoned in 
the dating world. The guy's my age, well, they're busy living 
the life you just described. Me, I'm not looking for any of 
that. I'm from New Jersey, I'm an actor, though at the 
moment I'm one of those non-working ones. Just looking for 
that next ... first, big break. It'll come, I've got the looks and 
the talent. So I'm focused on my career. Dating takes too 
much time. Hence, the service." 


Matt was amused by so much in that little speech it took all 
his efforts not to laugh. Nice to know that being good- 
looking took precedence over talent, no wonder movies 
sucked these days. But he let the arrogance go, this date 
had already soured and to say anything more might just end 
it faster than it had begun. 


"So, Matt, look, | don't have all day." 


The sudden shift in conversation took Matt by surprise. They 
were passing underneath a bridge, with the sun darting out 
of their line of vision. Their shadows were cast upon the 
murky walls of the old stone. Matt turned to his date, words 
on his tongue but somehow unable to get them out. That's 
when Ernie pulled Matt against his body, and planted a kiss 
on Matt's lips. Matt felt the rise of the guy's cock against his 
leg. 


When they broke from their embrace, Ernie said, “Let's 
forget that drink. My apartment is nearby. | think we'll have 
a good time. You've got a decent body, a nice face. And 
you'll definitely like what I'm packing." 


Matt visibly blanched, romance deflated by the prospect of a 
quick roll in the hay. If they had sex, he'd never hear from 
this guy again. Which wouldn't be such a bad thing. So, a 
dilemma, did he accept the offer or just walk away? It had 
been awhile since he'd had sex, and God, did every 
encounter have to end with him choosing the linens for his 
and his bedroom set? By now too much time had passed, he 
knew his silence was only making the situation worse. 


“Look, Matt, it's okay..." 
"Sure." 


The word surprised him, but there it was out in the open. So 
were they, sunlight breaking through the trees, revealing 
Matt's momentary shame. He thought everyone in the park 
knew exactly what was happening here. But truthfully, no 
one paid them any mind. As for Ernie, he started to head 
toward the park's exit, stopping only to check on Matt, still 
standing in place. 


"You coming?" 
Now there was a double entendre to get Matt's feet moving. 


Before long they had crossed Central Park West, cabs 
beeping as they skirted lights and traffic. They were two 
men on a sudden mission, and despite Matt's nervous heart, 
he was kind of turned on by the idea of this random 
encounter. He never did shit like this. Still, when they made 
their way to the basement apartment of a brownstone on 
81st Street, he felt himself begin to harden. He was into it. 


The door closed, Ernie wasted little time. He tossed his 
leather jacket onto the sofa, his T-shirt quickly following. 
When he turned around, Matt gazed at the nice smooth 
chest, strong pecs and flat stomach. The guy worked out, 
obviously. What really caught Matt's attention was the 
impressive bulge in the guy's jeans, ones which also didn't 
remain on his body that long. They had been inside the 
apartment all of two minutes, and here was this guy ... this 
Ernie guy (and only then did Matt think the name Ernie was 
kind of made-up, what kind of hot-actor-guy wouldn't 
change that name unless he wanted to end up on Sesame 
Street), was fully naked, proudly displaying a hard cock 
which, frankly, he had every reason to be proud of. A sparse 
amount of hair surrounded the long shaft, which ended in a 
bulbous head. 


"Nice,” Matt managed to say. 


"Try it on for size,” Ernie said, his hand rubbing against his 
cock. 


Matt started to unbutton his shirt when Ernie stopped him. 
“No, man, we're not doing it all, | got no time for that. | just 
need you to blow me. Come on, no guy's ever been able to 
resist this thing. It's pretty big, huh?" 


Matt felt ridiculous. This scene was something out of a bad 
porno. What the hell was he doing? This wasn't him, going 
down on a guy just because the guy's schlong was big. For 
the middle of the afternoon, shouldn't he be out looking for 
a job rather than going on dates that meant nothing more 
than a chance to have quickie sex ... and not really sex, just 
a one-sided “blow” job. How did he manage to get himself 
into this mess, and more importantly, how was he going to 
get out of it without doing what was expected of him? 


"Look, Ernie, | think we've got our signals crossed..." 


"Aw, shit man, | didn't waste all that time talking about 
fucking New Jersey to have you wimp out on me. What kind 
of fag are you? You see a big cock like mine, you should 
want it down your throat so fast you'll be creaming in your 
own pants." 


"Gee, you're quite the romantic,” Matt said. “So, yeah, 
Ernie, look, no hard feelings, but I'm gonna take off. This 
isn't what | had in mind." 


"You sign up at a place called Meet-a-Man and you don't 
think it's gonna lead to this?" 


"Live and learn,” Matt said. 


As he turned to leave, a lone photograph on some cheap, 
IKEA-made table caught his attention. Two people in the 
photo, Ernie and some pretty blonde woman ... girl. Both so 
young. He had his arms wrapped around her, and she 
seemed totally enamored of him. A new picture was forming 
in his mind, and he didn't like it at all. This guy Ernie, yeah, 
maybe he did have a promising career ahead of him, ‘cause 
at the moment he was fooling not just Matt, but this 
unknowing chick in the picture. 


“Sister?” Matt asked, knowing that was far from the truth. 
"Nah, man, that's my girlfriend. She's at work." 


"So, she doesn't know you're gay, right? That's why the 
afternoon dates?" 


"Man, you're ignorant, Matt, for a guy so old. No, I'm not 
gay. | just like to have this big cock of mine sucked, and it's 
not one of her favorite things. Too big for her. So | go with 


the audience who appreciates it. The gays love sucking on 
this lollipop." 


That was it, Matt was done. He bid a hasty retreat, and 
thankfully Ernie didn't try to stop him, there was no threat of 
violence. He opened the door, looked back, and said, “Ernie, 
from where I'm standing, | can see an even bigger dick. See 
you ‘round." 


And with that, Matthew Donovan emerged into the sanity of 
daylight, his blind date over faster than it had begun. He 
vowed right then and there to never go on another Meet-a- 
Man date. This was no way to fall in love, and for the 
hopeless romantic that he was, that's all he wanted. A nice 
guy to share his life, not some prick who just wanted to 
Share his dick. 


As Matt headed back home, he recognized the couple from 
the park walking along Columbus Avenue. Bending down, he 
pet their happy, friendly dog, feeling his heart swell. See, 
unconditional love was great, no disappointment. That's 
when the dog started to hungrily hump his leg. Matt just 
gave the owners a look that said, “Really?" 


"Sorry. He just wants everyone to love him." 
Matt wondered if the dog's name was Matt. 
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THREE. 
Freddie 


Freddie Markson should have been completely turned on. 
Porn did that to him, he couldn't help it. As unlucky as he 
was in love and keeping sustained sexual relationships, he 
knew he always had his DVD library to fall back on. Trouble 
was, at five o'clock the afternoon he was bored, bored, 
bored with his life, and so he turned to his fantasy outlet, 
which today was a by-the-numbers movie called “Don't Ass, 
Don't Tell.” A military theme obviously, but that backdrop 
only lasted for as long as it took the so-called officers to get 
out of uniform and begin their routine pattern of sucking 
and fucking. Trouble was, the scene before him was making 
him yawn. 


On screen a well-muscled, tattooed guy with a crew-cut was 
pushing his cock into some new recruit's waiting mouth. The 
moan of pleasure was anything but, as canned as the sorry- 
ass music in the background. The two actors’ actions looked 
rehearsed, with neither appearing to be having a good time. 
Passion was missing. All that existed was a large penis, a 
wide mouth, and apparently, an audience willing to plop 
down hard-earned cash to watch this crap. 


"Oh my God, I'm officially over porn." 


Freddie said it to the walls of his studio apartment, his voice 
echoing in the near-empty space. His eyes strayed from the 
screen, looking at the packed boxes. God, he was going to 
miss this place, he thought, with a hint of sorrow. Like he 
was losing his old self, the fun-loving guy who wore his gay 
heart on his sleeve. Maybe that's what was wrong with him, 
not that the porn was bad, but that he wasn't in the mood 


given all that had happened the past few weeks. A whip- 
Smart gay man like Freddie, not ridiculously flamboyant, but 
not in the least to be confused by his straight brethren, he 
was all laughs and smiles and jokes, and no one appreciated 
his true self more than his mother. The mother who had 
raised him without a dad, without siblings, just the two of 
them against the world, one fashionable pair of shoes at a 
time. Freddie had suffered a loss recently with his beloved 
mother passing away. He hadn't been the same since, and 
now that he was giving up his apartment to go live in the 
much larger one she had owned—yup, owned, right here on 
this prime land called Manhattan—he felt like a part of his 
old self had shifted. His bright pink self had been muted to a 
mellow mauve. 


He looked back the television screen. A hairy-chested bear 
of a man wearing leather jodhpurs that allowed his cock to 
jut out was approaching two young, fresh-faced 
infantrymen. Infantryman who happened to not be wearing 
any clothes. There were all placed in some poorly designed 
cave, as though they were tunnel rats facing the enemy 
while at war. What they were really facing was this hungry, 
horny, hairy lieutenant, who was planning to tunnel them. 
Freddie sat and watched, rubbing at his own cock through 
his shorts. The bear was kind of hot, a bit too thick around 
the middle, but the package was nice. 


"Jake would totally go for that chest,” Freddie said, and 
that's when he remembered the text message he'd received 
earlier. An invite for drinks at Gaslight, Matt was coming too, 
Jake wanted to share “a big development." 


On screen, one of the twinks was receiving his own big 
development, and to give the young actor credit, he seemed 
to be taking every inch well. Pain creased his face, but even 
so, that didn't stop him from urging the big guy on. As for 


the third member of their party, he was busy jerking off. 
Freddie did the same, feeling the jump of his cock. My 
goodness, Houston we no longer have a problem. Freddie 
withdrew his thick cock, started rubbing it up, then down, 
his hand moving with exponential speed the more the big 
bear attached his young cub. They went at each other for 
quite awhile, the camera seemingly running the same 
motions, like the director had spooled the film to create a 
longer sex scene. The bear took forever to come. 


Freddie felt the pressure in his nuts. He imagined his own 
threesome, with some cute guy entering him, just as he was 
screwing the bear; Freddie was familiar enough with such a 
scene, he'd indulged in multiples during his sexual 
experimentation phase. His cock jerked, and white come 
exploded out of the tip and onto his hand, dribbling off his 
heated fingers. 


Oh God, he thought, catching his breath. He'd needed that 
release. Feeling all cooped up in this apartment all week, 
packing, planning, waiting for the day in which he had to 
move, it was nice to feel sexual again. The fact that he was 
moving into his mother's apartment, well, it might be some 
time before he'd be inviting some new potential boyfriend 
over to his place. Just didn't feel ... respectful enough. 


Okay, this scenario was getting weird, his mind filled with 
conflicting images. The porn, threesomes, empty 
apartments and the wicked smile of his gay-loving mother, a 
jumble of emotions washing over him. He got up from the 
sofa to clean himself up in the bathroom. Then he padded to 
the small kitchen in the corner, and poured himself a glass 
of red wine, his vice of choice. When he returned to the 
sofa, he turned off the boring porno. Picking up his cell 
phone, he checked Jake's text again. 10 p.m., he'd said. 
Damn, it was barely six. 


He went over to the opened collection of porn. Might as well 
watch another one. As he reached in randomly, he prayed 
for something other than a military theme. Ta-da, he 
announced to the empty walls as his hand grabbed one of 
the plastic cases. He looked at the front photo. 


"When Inside Rome” it was called. 
The main character's name was Rome. 


Freddie remembered the laughed he'd had over the title 
when perusing the video shelves. He slid the disc in and 
went back to the kitchen for the bottle of wine, and when he 
returned the striking image of the Coliseum came into view, 
following by a hot, shirtless guy on horseback. Oh yeah, this 
one was historical, filled with gladiators and big swords. 
Freddie settled in to watch. 


Again he thought of Jake's big development, and wondered 
what it could possibly be. 


For now, Rome, and all the cocks that went inside him, 
awaited him. 


Geez, his life was pathetic. 
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FOUR. 
The Plan 


Time was ten-fifteen in the evening. The scene, the dark, 
noisy Gaslight Bar, one of the new gay bars that had opened 
up on Manhattan's Upper West Side. Named after the old 
movie, it was an ironic, iconic name. Men came here to fall 
in love, only to wake up the next morning beside their true 
loves and realize the promise of a tomorrow was as stale as 
the sheets. In effect, they had been “gas-lighted,” or so the 
term goes. Jake Westbury and Matthew Donovan each felt 
like that today, and Freddie leant a sympathetic ear, 
thinking their two stories were far sexier than anything he'd 
seen on his DVD player.. They were gathered on a back 
bench, pillows propping them up. Jake had a beer, Matthew 
a Grey Goose martini, and for Freddie, red wine. 


"So, what's this big development?" 


Jake leaned in, speaking quietly. “I'm leaving town. Not 
permanent—just for the summer. Flying out right after 
Memorial Day weekend, not back until Labor Day." 


"Where are you going?" 
"London." 


"London? For three fucking months?” Freddie said, loud 
enough to attract attention. 


"Why there? And why for so long?” Matt asked, showing 
more concern for his friend than Freddie did. Which was just 
like them. 


"Okay, | told you about the guy from last night..." 


“Right,” Freddie said. “The sexy, hairy Nico." 
Jake shot him a look. “Must you?" 


"Just kidding around, Jake-y. You've hardly made it a secret, 
your thing for hairy guys." 


Jake just shook his head in exasperation. “You hear this talk, 
Matt? Like it's a crime to be attracted to a real man. You and 
| have gone bear hunting more than once. Fucking twinks in 
this town have ruined them for us all." 


Matt jus said, “Can we get on with this plan of yours?" 


"Please. The truth is, I'm tired of New York, I'm tired of one- 
nighters, and l'm tired of not meeting anyone who really 
matters. So, why not try somewhere else?" 


"And you think you're gonna find true love in London?” 
Freddie asked. “That place is just like New York, but with 
funny accents. And bad teeth." 


"Stereotypes, Freddie. For too long, I've felt my life has 
gotten stagnant. | don't know what I want anymore, or who | 
am. I've arranged for a decent writing assignment which will 
help pay the bills, and I've already secured a flat. | need 
this.” He paused. “Freddie, you're so fun-loving, you're 
always looking for the next party, the next lay, and there's 
nothing wrong with that. Matt, you fall in love at the drop of 
a hat..." 


"Unlike Freddie, who falls in lust at the bend of an ass..." 


"Hey, that was uncalled for,” Freddie said, hitting Matt on 
the sleeve. “Just for that, I'm leaving town too, Matt. Screw 
this town, like Jake says. If he's going to London, then I'm 
going to..." 


"Where?" 
"Rome." 
"Huh? Wait a minute, why Rome?" 


Freddie didn't want to admit to the DVD he'd just watched, 
so he scrambled for a quicker answer. “Jake's posters—the 
ones on his wall. If he's going to jet off to London, then I'm 
choosing Rome. I've got my mother's inheritance, which will 
more than get me through the summer. Yeah, I'm liking this 
idea. Nice one, Jake-y." 


"So you're both going to abandon me?” Matt asked. 


"Well,” Jake said, a grin spreading upon his face. “There is 
still the remaining poster." 


“Paris,” Freddie said. “Oh my God, it's perfect for you. You'll 
fall in love your first day and we'll never hear from you 
again." 


Matt thought about the straight guy who liked to get blow 
jobs from gay guys. This was what his dating life was 
reduced to? He'd been fantasizing about Paris just this 
afternoon in the park, before Ernie had ruined any notion of 
romance. “Okay, Paris it is. I'm unemployed and no one 
hires people in the summer. I'll have to use some of my 
savings, but hey, isn't that what it's for? Fine, count me in. 
It's settled. Jake goes to London, | go to Paris, and Freddie 
can sleep his way through Rome." 


"Hey..." 


But then all three best friends quieted down, and they all 
reached for their drinks. 


"To London,” Jake said, raising his beer. “And starting a new 
life." 


"To Paris,” Matt said, martini in hand. “And falling in love." 


"To Rome,” said Freddie, wine glass raised. “And a summer 
of hot flings." 


It was decided, Europe awaited them. They would each go 
their separate ways, ready to uncover the hidden secrets 
within their chosen city—and within themselves—whether it 
was love or lust, romance or rapture, passion or power. They 
made a solemn promise, no communication for three 
months, these were journeys of self-discovery and as such 
they should not rely on their friendship. They also made a 
second promise, that when their summers ended they would 
meet back in New York on Labor Day weekend. 


"Fine. See you in September,” they said in unison. 
Little did they know the adventures that awaited them. 
Because one of them would find true love. 

One of them would find fortune in an unlikely place. 
And the other? Well, he wouldn't return at all. 
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AREZZO DEVELOPMENT 


The choice of going to Italy was an easy one, since | had 
more than a passing interest in fresh pasta, fine wine, and 
oh yes, Italian men. | hoped to experience all three of those, 
and so far, a week into my trip had me going two for three. 
Oh these Italian men, they were so elusive.. Everywhere but 
nowhere were these enticing, sexy men, walking past me 
but none catching my eye or wanting my glances. They 
walked with an urgency, needing to be where they were not, 
their handsome, scruffy faces passing in a blur of easy 
smiles and wind-blown dark hair. Often | found my gaze 
lingering, much to the consternation of tourist and locals 
alike, who invariably bumped into me. 


"Sorry,” | would say with an air of detachment, a sigh 
escaping my lips as | lost sight of the man who'd captured 
my attention. Gone into the mist, like my fantasies, my 
hopes, and definitely my desires. Or more likely, he'd gone 
home to his palazzo for an afternoon siesta consisting of 
wine and passionate love-making. | could dream, couldn't |? 
And | did. 


It was the same no matter where | went. On the shores of 
Lake Como, on the bustling streets of Milan, in the markets 
of Florence, and just this morning standing before the 
Leaning Tower of Pisa. The irony of its phallic shape did not 
escape me, not the way | was feeling. Like Italy was teasing 
me, seducing me with its wiles but not yet inviting me to 
take part in its carnal pleasures. 


That was all to change. 


* OK OK x 


He was beautiful. Stunning, really, and his penetrating dark 
eyes were zeroing in on me. 


| looked askance, assuming there must be some mistake. 
There was no way he was looking at me. And then | realized, 
perhaps | was just an easy mark for criminals, the way | was 
staring back and forth, at the schedule board and then at 
the ticket in my hand. A mix of confusion must have been 
written across my face. Was he coming to my rescue, or 
picking my pocket? Adrenaline suddenly raced through my 
body; perhaps | didn't mind being mugged by such an 
attractive man? | might even give him my wallet voluntarily, 
just for being so hot. 


The time was just after two-thirty on a Thursday afternoon, 
and | was standing in the great hall of the train station in 
Florence. Or as the locals call it, Firenze. | never understood 
how that translated as Florence, but | did like the way the 
word sounded on my tongue. There was heat to it, like the 
city had a fiery feel to it. This man who was watching me, he 
certainly had a fire to him, in his eyes and with the strong, 
determined way he walked. Approached. 


"You are lost, no?” he asked, his accent strong but still | 
could make out his English words. 


"How did you know?" 
"You do not wear your confusion well." 
"No, no, not about being lost. About my speaking English." 


"You are wearing sneakers. In Italy, in all of Europe, we men 
frown upon such ... footwear?" 


I'd actually read that in one of the guide books but thought 
it was ridiculous. Everyone wore their Nikes; | do, so | did it. 


And now that crime of omission had caught up with me, 
pinpointing me as a tourist, and one who gave off the 
impression of being very lost in a very busy city. And a 
stranger asking me all sorts of questions, which for some 
reason | kept answering. 


"Where are you traveling to?” he asked me. 
"Arezzo. In Tuscany." 


"Very beautiful countryside, sunflowers dot the land and 
vineyards roll over its hills." 


His words were poetic and they made me grin. Or just the 
fact that this hot specimen was the one saying such things. 
Probably no more than twenty-five, he had thick black hair, 
slicked back with some kind of gel. When he grinned deep 
dimples appeared, despite the fact he wore several days 
worth of scruff on his face. Standing about six feet, he was 
slender but not emaciated; he looked as though he enjoyed 
his pasta as much as anyone. But also didn't mind working 
off all those carbs and calories. He was dressed casually in 
long pants and short sleeve button down shirt. An enticing 
triangle of curly black hair was noticeable at his neckline. 
Then | noticed his shoes—sandals, open-toed. He looked 
every inch the casual Italian man, comfortable in his own 
Skin and his own clothes, and he carried with him an air of 
easy confidence. 


Me, in addition to the sneakers, | wore shorts and a T-shirt. | 
must have stuck out horribly. The backpack on my shoulder 
didn't help matters. Just then | was convinced this guy had 
marked me, that something bad was about to happen. | 
tried to excuse myself by saying I had a train to catch. 


"You Americans, you are always so suspicious. | mean you 
no harm,” he said with ease, the tone in his voice 


comforting. And while those words were intended to ally my 
fears, part of my still didn't trust him. | mean, I'm not a bad 
looking guy, but as some might say, “Mismatch.” | didn't 
believe this guy was still beside me, trying to help, never 
once losing our eye connection. Suddenly | imagined kissing 
him, the rough feel of his beard against my face like 
sandpaper. | liked it very much. 


He must have sensed what | was thinking because just then 
he grinned. “You find me attractive, yes?" 


| was surprised by his blunt question. We had spent all of 
three minutes in each other's company, and he was asking 
me in the midst of a busy train station in a foreign city 
where | didn't really speak the language, if | was gay. | didn't 
think it was so obvious, | didn't flaunt my sexuality but nor, 
did | realize, had | hidden the fact that | couldn't stop staring 
at him. Still, | couldn't answer his question. 


"I think you are a handsome man,” he said to fill the silence. 
“American men, they are so intriguing. | find their uptight 
nature so fascinating, it is sometimes fun to see what lies 
beneath such a veneer." 


He pinned me pretty good. And still, his assessment didn't 
relax me one bit. Made me more tense, to the point | was 
subconsciously clenching my fingers into my fist. 


"| have been too forward, my apologies,” the man said. “So, 
what train is it you are looking for?" 


| explained to him. I'd been in Pisa, was supposed to transfer 
trains from the local commuter train to an IC train in 
Florence, which would get me non-stop to Arezzo. “But | 
don't see the train number up on the board, at least not the 
one that corresponds with the number on my ticket." 


My handsome helper gazed at my ticket, his finger tracing 
the paper until he found the number. “I see, | see. Your train, 
it has left already, fifteen, twenty minutes ago. See this time 
—remember, the twenty-four hour clock." 


The time on the upper clock said fifteen fifteen; my ticket 
said fourteen fifty five. “So my train got in late from Pisa." 


He shrugged. “What else is new. Train in Italy, they run as 
they like." 


"So now what?” | asked, really more to myself than to him. 
"You take the regional line. See up there?" 


There was a train leaving in ten minutes, and its final 
destination was Arezzo. It would arrive in the Tuscan city 
nearly two hours later. The direct train would have taken no 
more than forty minutes. “Why is the trip so long?" 


"It stops everywhere—many stations and villages between 
Florence and Arezzo. It's a beautiful trip." 


The next IC train was not until five o'clock, getting into 
Arezzo at five forty. | would be cutting it close for the dinner 
appointment | had, a rehearsal dinner for a friend who was 
getting married tomorrow at an Arezzo resort. | could wait, 
or | could just start my trip and take a long way there. | 
thanked my friend, and he nodded back. 


As | made my way toward the regional train, | stole a look 
back. He was still standing in the same place, looking after 
me, and for a moment | wished he was traveling with me. Or 
| with him. His face flashed a smile and | felt a stirring in my 
loins. God was he was sexy, with a devilish grin and sexy 
accent, not to mention the hot body, the tease of a hairy 
chest lingering the longest. 


But my friend awaited me. So | boarded the train, just like 
the one I'd gotten off from Pisa. Less fancy than the 
Trentalia trains that shot through the countryside from major 
cities, Florence to Rome, and beyond, this train's seats were 
less comfortable, and the air conditioning was non-existent. 
Just a noisy fan and open windows. This wasn't going to be 
my best journey. 


A few minutes later, with only a scattering of people joining 
me, the train jerked forward and steamed its way out of the 
station. Good-bye Florence, good-bye to the hot Italian man 
who helped me. He once again invaded my thoughts, and in 
the comfort of my seat | let his image feed my desires. My 
cock had begun to harden inside my shorts. | let it; | stroked 
it, gently, unobtrusively. No one could see me. | just wanted 
to jerk off. Instead, | nodded off. 


* OK OK OX 


Was it a dream? Or did the train's whistle awaken me? | 
couldn't be sure. All | knew was that in the seat opposite sat 
my handsome stranger, and he was gazing directly at me. 


"You have slept well?" 

"What are you doing here? Where are we?" 

"A long trip as this, | thought you would like some 
company,” he said, smiling my way. “We are just twenty 
minutes from Florence, you did not sleep long at all. | am 
glad for that. Perhaps we can talk." 

“Talk?” | asked. 


"If that's what you like." 


From his tone, that wasn't what he would have liked. | 
noticed that in the heat of the car, beads of sweat had 
formed on his brow and that he had casually undone a 
couple more buttons of his shirt. Thick whirls of hair were on 
generous display. My cock bounced inside my shorts. 


"| don't even know your name,” | said, the words sounding 
stupid floating in the air between us. 


"Does it please you to know my name?" 
"Ye ... yes,” | replied, my mouth dry. 

"I am Carlo." 

"Devon,” I said. “That's my name." 

"Ah, an American with Irish blood." 
"Ye..yes,” | repeated. 


Maybe | should stop talking. Maybe I should just take him up 
on his offer of doing something other than talking. 


Just then my eyes looked away, scoping out the rest of the 
car. | could see only four heads bobbing up from the 
seatbacks. They were much further forward in the car. 
Which meant Carlo and | had at least a modicum of privacy. 


The seat | had chosen was a double, two sets which faced 
each other. Plenty of room for Carlo to join me. | waved him 
over silently, and he moved swiftly, cat-like, and before | 
knew he was beside me. He placed his hand on my leg, his 
touch surprisingly gentle. | looked into his liquid brown eyes, 
felt myself nearly drown in their deep color. My own eyes 
closed, an attempt to wash away the sleep inside them, or 
perhaps to see if when they reopened Carlo would still be 


there. Before that happened, something else did, a 
wonderful thing. His lips upon mine. | opened my mouth 
first, felt the tingling touch of his tongue on mine. My cheek 
felt the scruff of his face, and electric sensations traveled 
down my spine. Had this sexy guy just kissed me? Was this 
really happening? 


As the kiss ended and our lips parted, my mouth remained 
open. 


"You wish to say something?” Carlo asked. 
"| just can't believe..." 


"Believe your eyes, they are windows to your heart, to your 
desires." 


My hand reached out, fingers rubbing against his chin. With 
my index finger, | traced a path down his neck until it met 
with the rim of hair at the top of his chest. | looked up at 
him, saw how his eyes urged me onward, downward. | 
placed my hand onto the exposed portion of his chest, 
running it across the blanket of dark fur, relishing its springy 
feel. By now my cock was fully hard, threatening to burst 
through the material of my shorts. 


"You like that, yes?" 
"Definitely. Italian men, | enjoy their hairiness." 


Carlo took hold of other hand, guiding it to the remaining 
buttons. | undid one, then another, then the final remaining 
two, and Carlo then opened the shirt to reveal his entire 
chest and belly. He was a beast, so sexy and so hairy; his 
nipples jutted through the hair, practically calling to me. | 
leaned down, placed one of them between my lips and | 
sucked, | licked. He smelled delicious, a morning splash of 


cologne still held captive by the pores of his skin, the hairs 
of his chest. Encircling the other nipple, | heard a groan 
escape his lips. The sound echoed in the train; | realized 
that the rocking motion of the train was slowing, the noisy 
breeze swirling through the open windows lessening. We 
were coming into a station. 


| nearly was, too. 


As | fell back against the seatback, | realized | was panting. 
The heat of the train compartment was oppressive in the 
late summer afternoon. Add to that a passionate clinch and 
no doubt the temperature inside had climbed even higher. 
We must have driven away two of the passengers, or 
perhaps this was really their stop. In either case, | could only 
see two remaining passengers besides us. | hoped they 
would leave soon. To be alone with Carlo, traveling through 
the Italian countryside, indulging in the obvious attraction 
that existed between us, what could be better? 


At last the train pulled out again. | found Carlo staring at 
me. 


"You are traveling alone, but | sense you are destined for 
somewhere." 


"A wedding, in Arezzo. Then a few days in Rome before | fly 
back home." 


"And where is home?" 


"Washington, DC,” | said. “And you, Carlo, where are you 
from, where are you traveling?" 


"It is summertime, and | go where the gentle wind takes me. 
Which is why I am pleased to be on this train, now, with you. 
Wherever this train takes me, | will be happy. That is my 


way, to be content in the moment and to never miss a 
moment of life's joys, its pleasures." 


"You have such a remarkable attitude about life. It's very 
refreshing." 


He pushed the compliment aside. “It is how life should be 
led, that is all." 


Despite the conversation, my cock hadn't subsided. Or 
maybe it was because | was still playing with the hair upon 
his chest, toying with the furze, wrapping thick strands 
around my fingers and gently pulling at them. Carlo didn't 
seem to mind, but then again he didn't seem to mind much 
about what | was doing or what life brought him. 


Just then he kissed me again, this time more deeply. The 
kiss lingered, and the two of us burrowed down in the seat, 
completely out of view of the remaining passengers. We 
kissed for awhile, the time slipping away from us. | think 
another station passed us by, another passenger 
disembarked. Carlo slid his hand up my T-shirt, where he 
discovered a light dusting of hair between my pecs. He 
pinched at my nipples and caressed my flat stomach before 
his hand traveled further south. He stroked my cock, still 
encased in its cotton prison; he stroked it some more, to the 
point where | could feel the pressure begin to build. | let out 
a knowing groan, causing him to suddenly pull away. We 
were still far too many stations away from Arezzo, no need 
to come too early. 


As | came up for a breath of air, Carlo took that moment to 
unzip the fly of his pants. Surprise must have registered on 
my face. It was one thing to make out, to play around with 
each other's bodies. Totally another to just whip out a cock 
in broad public. But as | looked around, | noticed something 


strange. We were alone; any remaining passengers were 
either in the front compartment or had detrained. Outside 
the window, endless stretches of open land spread before 
us. It was as though civilization had been completely left 
behind, leaving us to our own devices and desires. Perhaps 
the conductor too had left, and the train was now running 
on the heat between us. 


By now Carlo's slacks were down around his ankles, and his 
cock was jutting up proudly. It was uncut, of course, and had 
a nice thickness to it. A thick bush surrounded it. My ass 
puckered at the thought of taking it deep within me, but my 
mind constricted the idea. There would be no fucking on the 
train; but sucking, that was entirely different. Carlo had 
wrapped a hand around the cock, the head revealing itself 
beyond its encasement. | leaned down, encircled the head 
with my tongue. | tasted pre-cum already. Carlo moved his 
hand and | took over, rubbing it and sucking it, taking it all 
inside my heated mouth. My tongue ran over the length of 
the shaft, my nose prickled when the thick hair attacked it. | 
bobbed up and down, more, then more and more still. 


There was something so ... foreign about this experience. A 
train in the middle of nowhere, a hotter than hot stranger's 
cock sliding between my lips. Where was I, and what was | 
doing? | had no control over my actions, | just wanted him, 
this Carlo, with his enticing accent and the sexy body, 
covered with thick black hair and a jutting, wanting, 
available cock. | sucked and | grabbed, | pulled and | licked. 
Carlo lifted my head up, and just like that, thick ropes of 
come shot from the eye of his cock and spilled out all over 
his chest. The mix of white hot come and thick black hair 
was like snow in a forest. | leaned down, licked at the tasty 
meal before me. 


"You are very good at that,” Carlo said. “At sucking. And at 
cleaning up." 


"| enjoyed that, too,” | said. “But right now I'm thirsty for 
something more." 


From my knapsack | pulled out a bottle of white wine | had 
bought at a shop in Florence. As | did so, a couple other 
items fell from my bag, landing on the floor between us. The 
wine wasn't cold, obviously, but in a pinch it would have to 
do. The top was a screw cap, and | quickly turned it, took a 
sip directly from the bottle. | offered it to Carlo, who helped 
himself to a generous gulp. He held the bottle back to me, a 
grin widening his face. 


"I know, it's not the most civilized way to drink wine, but..." 


"But we must go with the moment. Just like out meeting, it's 
a natural response to our thirst. Our hunger." 


That's when we realized that what else had fallen out of the 
knapsack was a packet of condoms. Carlo bent down, 
retrieved it from the floor. He grinned at me. 


"| think we have found a way to occupy ourselves the 
remainder of the trip,” he said. 


| gulped. My God, how far was this tryst on a train going? 
Were we really going all the way? I'd packed condoms like 
I'd packed toothpaste and shaving cream, it was just part of 
my regular gear. The box wasn't even open, the trip hadn't 
delivered on the condom's promise of sex. But yet here was 
sex, right before me, not in a bar or a hotel but on a train. At 
that moment the train darkened, and | realized we had 
entered a tunnel. | laughed aloud at the double entendre, 
and Carlo seemed to get the implication as well. 


Still in the dark, Carlo leaned over to me, whispered softly 
into my ear. “You will fuck me?" 


Because of his accent, | couldn't tell if he meant it as a 
question or a statement. But the turn of events had 
certainly surprised me. As I'd sucked at his cock, | knew the 
possibility had existed that we would have intercourse on 
this trip, and in my mind | was thrillingly taking his cock 
deep inside me. What Carlo had proposed, though, was the 
complete opposite. 


The tunnel wasn't a long one, and suddenly sunlight was 
thrust back upon us, his statement about me fucking him 
blindingly real. My cock pushed against the material of my 
Shorts, and before | knew it Carlo had taken hold of the 
zipper, bringing it down with a seductive, confident agility. 
He reached in, stroked me, smiling as he did so. 


"You are large, very nice. | am anxious for you ... to feel 
you." 


Passion took hold of me, nearly possessing me. Not even 
caring who was around, passengers, conductors, a passing 
vagrant, nothing mattered but pounding this sexy man's 
beautiful self. | pushed my shorts off, where my thickened, 
long cock burst forth. | grabbed hold of the condom packet, 
ripped it open. My breathing was fast and furious already, 
rife with anticipation for what was to come. | rolled the 
condom over the bulbous head of my cock, sliding it down 
the shaft. 


Carlo positioned himself against the back of the seat, giving 
me his ass. It was dusted with a fine coat of the same black 
hair which so generously covered his chest. Jesus, this man 
had hair everywhere, just like the Italian man in my 
fantasies. But here he was before me, ready for my cock. | 


pushed the head against his ass, pushed again as | started 
to make my way inside him. The condom was heavy with 
lube and slid in eagerly; his puckering ass pulled at my cock, 
urging it deeper, deeper still. 


"Ohh,” he said, air escaping from his lips and rising into the 
ether. “All of it, | want all of it." 


His words urging me on, | thrust quickly and next thing | 
knew my entire shaft was inside him. The hair of my cock 
brushed against the fur of his ass in a rustling embrace. 
More words lifted from him, or they might have been mine. 
What we said didn't matter, just the desperation and energy 
behind them, the knowledge that what was happening here 
and now could not be denied, could not be stopped. | 
pushed deep into him, slid back, did it again, and then 
again, and again still. | thrust and thrust, the fucking taking 
on a life of its own. 


Sweat poured off my face, down his back. The heat of the 
non air-conditioned car was only adding to the moment, 
giving off the sensation of a powerful work-out more so than 
an exchange of sexual tricks. The lights suddenly went dim 
again, and | realized we had entered another tunnel. My 
ears tightened, the pressure was building. Darkness swirled 
all around us, and its shadows only increased the speed with 
which | fucked him. | clutched at his back and his shoulders, 
holding him in place, pushing him hard into the seatback. 
Sweat continued to slide down my body, and | could only 
imagine how it dripped from him, rivulets washing down his 
chest, dampening the thick hair. 


| could hold off no further. My body was constricting, my 
toes felt a powerful energy and my legs pulsed, and then 
my cock twitched, it twitched more and more, hot juicy 
come shooting into the condom, still embedded deep inside 


his ass. He too cried out from the explosion, as though he 
could feel every burst from my releasing cock. We both 
grabbed for air inside the stifling compartment, as though 
orgasm had rocked not just me, but him as well. He'd 
already shot his load once, but as | pulled out of him and he 
pulled his body from the seatback, | could see streaks of 
white juice dripping down the vinyl back. I'd made him 
come, too, again. 


He smiled at me as he settled back against his seat, facing 
me. | smiled back; | don't think | could stop smiling actually. 
| was spent, deliriously so, and Carlo seemed even more so. 


"Wine,” he said. 


| reached for the bottle of wine we'd already opened, 
passing it first to Carlo. He took a grateful sip, then a second 
before returning it to me. Taking a deep breath first, | then 
drank from the bottle so eagerly the wine spilled from my 
mouth, trickled down my neck and staining my T-shirt. The 
sexual connotation was not lost on either of us. 


"So, my new friend, you are satisfied?” Carlo asked me. 


"Oh, yes, very definitely. | cannot believe we just did that. | 
mean, here, on this train." 


"Afternoon trains that travel locally, they are not so heavily 
traveled. They take too long. In a rental car, you would have 
been in Arezzo far more quickly, going at high speeds along 
its twisting roads. This way, though, is much more civilized." 


"If you can call what we just did civilized." 


"What we just did was natural, perfect. You are a sexy man, 
Devon. | am glad to have met you and to have experienced 
such a powerful thing with you." 


"The sexy one is you,” | said, reached over, kissing him 
while again running my hand over his irresistible chest. The 
feel of that thick hair | would remember for years, that much 
could be assured. 


For now, though, we were soon approaching Arezzo. Our trip 
was nearly at an end. 


We continued to drink the wine, determined to finish the 
bottle. Our bodies were already working on a natural high, 
the wine just adding to the dizziness of the afternoon's 
excitement. When the bottle was empty, | placed it back 
inside my knapsack. | cleaned up the other messes, the 
condom wrapper, and | tucked myself back in. Carlo slid his 
pants back up, buttoned his shirt. | watched as the carpet 
on his chest disappeared, leaving only the initial remnant I'd 
seen back at the train station in Florence. Like we were 
suddenly moving in reverse time, our efforts wiping away 
what had taken place here. And just like the moment I'd 
stepped onto the train, | closed my eyes. Perhaps the effects 
of the wine were hitting me, combined with the heat. 


Several minutes later | could feel a hand upon my shoulder. 
| stirred, only to realize it wasn't Carlo who was awakening 
me from a sudden slumber. It was the conductor, an older 
gentleman with a thick dark mustache and an imperious 
way about him. 


“Arezzo,” he said, pointing out the window. 


We had arrived in the Tuscan city; the train was sitting in the 
station, perhaps ready to return to Florence. | rubbed my 
eyes, grabbed for my bag, and started to detrain. | looked 
back, my eyes searching the entire compartment for some 
sign of Carlo. Had he gotten off at Arezzo without waking 
me? Had there been a station or two before our final 


destination where he'd decided to disembark? | couldn't be 
sure. 


All | had was the memory of the afternoon. 


That's when | heard a grumble from my stomach. | was 
starving. The rehearsal dinner was just a couple hours away, 
and | wasn't sure | could wait. Perhaps a quick plate of pasta 
was in the offing near my hotel. Because today I'd already 
had two out of the three things I'd come to Italy for. Fine 
wine, fresh pasta, and Italian men. 


Not necessarily in that order. 


| smiled as the sunshine hit me. Arezzo was bustling. The 
next adventure awaited me. 
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THE SPY WHO DID ME 


Like a betrayed lover, I'd been led astray. There | 
stood in the great hall at Paris's Gare de l'Est train 
station, two large valises at my feet and three hours 
before my scheduled midnight departure. The 
betrayal came not from traveling alone; I'd planned 
that. Nor was I nervous about the darkening sky over 
the City of Lights; my itinerary called for this 
overnight passage as way to cut hotel costs. It's just 
that I was anticipating being able to leave my 
Suitcases in a locker and then, free of my burden, 
enjoy one last French meal before | left for 
Switzerland. But the lockers had been cleared out, 
apparently after my travel guide had gone to press, 
leaving in their wake a hulking hole. Perhaps out of 
fear of terrorism, there was no place to store your 
stuff. With my stomach grumbling for food and my 
mind scrambling for ideas, | conceded that I could 
settle both problems by simply taking the bags with 
me to a restaurant, albeit a nearby one. 


Well, this was Paris and finding a restaurant was easier than 
saying “oul." 


Directly across the street was a cute but bustling little 
bistro, and as | entered a hostess immediately directed me 
to a corner, where | noticed other bags piled up. Obviously 
the loss of the lockers at Gare de l'Est was felt by others, 
and not just by me. Assured they were perfectly safe, | was 
escorted to a small round table that looked out over the 
busy activity of cabs arriving and leaving one of Paris's busy 
transportation hubs. Settled, | ordered a bottle of the house 
while (heck, | was traveling overnight to Zurich, maybe this 


would help me sleep) and a crepe stuffed with mushrooms, 
a gooey fromage, and a side of pomme frites. As | handed 
the menu back and the waitress disappeared, | gazed to my 
right and saw that | was being stared at. By a man, at first 
guess in his early thirties, decidedly handsome and probably 
Parisian, with a shock of thick dark hair that fell over his 
forehead. He was holding a glass of red wine and rubbing 
his stubbled chin with hand while looking in my direction. 
Our eyes caught, he nodded with a cursory smile and a lift 
of his glass, and then turned his attention to something 
else. My own gaze lingered a bit, and I noticed on his table a 
ticket that looked a great deal like mine. Perhaps we were 
on the same train tonight? He was very attractive, he had 
noticed me, and never one to shy away from my active 
imagination, | pictured the two of us bunking (read: fucking), 
in my sure-to-be-cramped sleeper car. | felt a stirring in my 
pants. 


That's when my wine arrived, along with a waitress who 
reeked of cigarettes. That enticing stirring quickly 
dissipated. 


My meal proved otherwise uneventful. The food was hot, 
delicious, and comforting. The wine relaxed me, and | took 
my time to enjoy the dry, fruity flavor. | busied myself with 
an old Robert Ludlum spy thriller, which | thought would be 
the perfect companion on my midnight train. | imagined 
myself draped in a trench coat, trying to slip vital 
information past the border guards. Turns out, the only thing 
| was slipped was my bill. As | paid, | realized | still had 
nearly an hour before departure. But | might as well make 
my way back to the station. Getting up from my table, | saw 
(as | had periodically throughout my dinner) that the 
handsome Parisian man was still at his table, still enjoying 
his wine, still watching the various views that drew his 
attention. | wondered who he was, what he was doing, and 


why. Maybe he was a spy, | thought, once again buying into 
my fertile imagination. Maybe he was ... Never mind, | 
thought, just get going. 


Before grabbing my bags, | decided to use the restroom 
here rather than at the train station. A quick inquiry of my 
Smoke-encased waitress sent me to the back of the 
restaurant and into a tiny bathroom. 


A few minutes later, finished with my business, | went for 
the doorknob. As the door opened, | found my way blocked. 
The guy from the table stood right before me, the hot guy, 
who up close displayed remarkable brown eyes, like drops of 
chocolate. He was even more handsome and sexy and 
desirable. | couldn't help but notice the springy black hair 
that poked out from atop his T-shirt. 


"Oh, uh, sorry,” | said, as | tried to maneuver around him. 


"Do not be sorry,” he replied, as he pushed me back into the 
restroom and then, with a devilish smile on his face, 
stepped in behind me. He turned the lock without even 
looking back at it. There wasn't much room for two grown 
men but that didn't seem to concern him. He wanted the 
closeness; he wanted ... me. 


With nary an introduction, | found his hand on my crotch. 
“You like?” he asked. 


What could | say? Actually, nothing as it turned out. | could 
barely nod my approval. 


"You have a train to catch, am | right?" 
Again, my nod. 


"I am Francisco. Friends call me Frankie." 


"Hello ... Frankie." 

"Ah, yes, SO you are my friend." 
"| could be more." 

"Yes, | believe you could be." 
"Adam. Adam Greene, I'm..." 


"Sshh, Adam, Adam Greene, already too much information. 
You are very handsome. Blonde, all-American, as they say." 


"Guilty as charged." 


"You Americans, | suppose you feel that way, traveling 
through France,” he said, his voice smoky and alluring 
despite the intimation behind his words. “Lucky for you, | am 
Italian." 


Just then Frankie dropped to his knees, his fingers quickly 
attending to the zipper on my jeans, and before | knew it my 
pants were down around my ankles and my cock had 
suddenly, eagerly, grown hard. And if it wasn't fully hard 
yet, it was the moment he took me into his soft mouth. He 
wasted no time in taking the entire seven inches, opening 
wide to suck the girth that gave the illusion of a bigger cock. 


| groaned with pleasure and urged him on. The wine had 
loosened not only my shyness, but my tongue, too. 


"Oh, yeah, suck me, lick me." 


He withdrew, only to take my cock in his hand and rub it 
against his scruffy cheek. The feeling was sharp and 
abrasive, but made my knees quiver with delight. 


| gazed down at him, and noticed that he was staring up at 
me. | grabbed hold of his arms, thick with black hair, and 
tried to draw him up to me. | felt the need to kiss him, to 
plunge my tongue down his hungry throat. | wanted to feel 
my hands upon his chest, my fingers getting lost into what | 
imagined was a thicket of fur. But he would have none of it; 
he resisted my touch. Instead, he went back down on my 
cock, and this time his sucking intensified. | felt a pressure 
build, and build, and build some more, something | knew he 
could sense. He must have been drowning in the pre-come 
leaking from the tip of my pulsing cock. Then, with his 
fingers massaging my tightened balls, his mouth suckled me 
deeper to the point where his swollen lips reached my 
trimmed pubic hair, and seconds later | felt an explosion trip 
through my body. He held tight, drinking in every drop, 
Savoring it as though it were a fine wine. So tight was his 
mouth's hold on my cock, | thought | might fall back against 
the sink. But at last he released me, smiling that devilish 
smile again. 


"I too have a train to catch. Perhaps it is the same train?" 
"The midnight train to Zurich,” | said. 
"| love the midnight hour,” he said. “It holds such promise." 


Then he made a hasty retreat, looking both ways as he 
exited the restroom. 


Myself, | needed a moment. Or two. 


When | returned to fetch my bags, my handsome Frankie 
had vanished, like a ghost in the wind. 


* OK OK x 


This was week two of a month-long European excursion. | 
was in between jobs and had some money stored away, and 
| thought what better thing to do than travel. “Adam, alone, 
for a whole month?” my friends asked me. A few even 
“volunteered” to join me. But no, | needed the time for 
myself. | was six week shy of my thirtieth birthday, and was 
trying to figure myself out—what to do with my life, whether 
| would ever have a special man to share it with—and why 
not do that while seeing the world. There were places to 
see, men to do. I'd been five days in London before I'd 
boarded the Eurostar to Paris, thrilling at the notion of the 
high-speed train bulleting under the English Channel. Now, 
after another four days in the French capital, | was head for 
Switzerland, and there was no better way to travel than by 
train. The idea of taking the midnight train to Zurich held 
such appeal—it seemed dangerous, like something out of a 
spy novel. 


But after my encounter with my Italian stallion, | was 
thinking more about romance. 


| boarded the train after showing my ticket to the conductor, 
an older gentleman, his bald head covered by his uniform's 
cap. His nametag read DIETER. | easily found my sleeper 
compartment—number nine. It was well-appointed, but 
small. A sink, a bench to sit on, and above it, a narrow bed 
that only allowed about four feet of space between the 
mattress and the ceiling. | hoped | didn't wake suddenly in 
the night and bang my head. Tossing my bags under the 
bench, | climbed up onto the bed and stretched out, all the 
while thinking about the best blow job I'd received in quite a 
while. How his tongue had known just where to touch and 
where to lick and how to make me come. Prior to tonight, 
sex had evaded me on this trip. I'd gone to some of the bars 
on Old Compton Street in London, and wandered the streets 
of Paris's Latin Quarter, dancing and drinking and talking 


with cute guys but never envisioning actually hooking up. 
Again, my imagination was ready, but my real self just 
wasn't that brave. But tonight ... Frankie hadn't given me a 
chance to say no. And now? | wasn't satisfied. | wanted 
more. 


And as if the sun and the moon and the stars were all in 
alignment—a perfect moment of synergy—just outside my 
window | noticed Frankie walking down the platform. 
Summoning my courage, and trying to stifle my growing 
erection, | rapped my knuckles against the window and 
caught his attention. | attempted a smile, and he gave me a 
curt wave before he too checked with the conductor. It was 
Dieter again, and | saw them kiss each other on each cheek; 
clearly they knew each other. It didn't surprise me that 
Frankie had done this run to Zurich before. After a quick 
exchange, Frankie moved further down the platform to his 
own pre-assigned location. Me, | sank down to the bench 
and watched as the rush I'd felt in my jeans returned to its 
usual flaccid state. 


Five minutes later | felt the train jerk forward. We were 
under way, with our final destination of Zurich, Switzerland, 
just six hours away. Dieter came by, took hold of my 
passport for the border crossing—Switzerland was not part 
of the European Union, which meant we needed to clear 
immigration. He explained that, rather than wake me when 
we arrived in Basel, he would have my passport stamped 
and returned to me before | detrained in Zurich. He asked if 
| needed anything further, and after | moment's hesitation | 
Said no. 


But he must have sensed that | did have a question (like, 
could | move about the train and search out my hot Italian?), 
because two minutes later there was a knock at my door. 
Perhaps he needed further documentation? | answered the 


door and found the conductor standing before me with two 
green-colored bottles of Kronenbourg. 


"| was requested to bring these to you." 
"Oh, uh, | didn't order them." 
"Nonetheless. They are for you. And ... a guest, | believe." 


Dieter seemed to have a better understanding of what was 
happening than | did. But | caught on, just as Frankie 
appeared in my doorway. 


"Ah, Dieter, you take such good care of me,” Frankie said to 
the conductor, and then entered my compartment. He also 
grabbed hold of the beers. 


Dieter murmured something to him ... just what was the 
relationship between these two? | knew the answer to that 
as much as | knew what Dieter was saying. | couldn't even 
tell which language he'd spoken. Here we were in France, 
Dieter sounded German, Frankie was Italian, and we were 
headed for the supposed neutrality of Switzerland. What's a 
clueless American to do? Turns out, | didn't need to do 
anything but close the door behind me, because | found 
Frankie had made himself comfortable. HE was sitting on 
the edge of the compartment's bed, his legs open wide and 
dangling. He was damn attractive in his jeans and T-shirt. | 
could see his muscles bulge as his arms propped him up. 
And | was pleased to see those weren't the only bulges in 
evidence. 


He patted the space next to him. Handing him the beers, | 
hoisted myself up. We cheered, we drank from our bottles, 
all the while staring at each other. | loved gazing into his 
eyes; how they drew me in. | reached over, drew my hand 
across his rough beard. His lips opened and his tongue 


escaped, snaring one of my fingers in its wicked grip. He 
sucked at my digit with a sensation | felt all the way down to 
my toes. My eyes fell to the tendrils of dark hair poking out 
from his shirt, and my fingers danced around the rim of the 
fabric, teasing the hair, pulling at it. He grinned with 
pleasure. 


Just then he pushed me down on the bed, pressing his hard 
body against mine. His kisses became more passionate as 
his tongue found mine, as he his lips drifted onto my cheek, 
my neck, and my ears. All over he kissed me, licked me. 
Stroked me. As he touched me, my hands were busy too, 
Cupping his tight ass through his jeans and slipping inside 
his shirt to caress his muscled back. | felt a smattering of 
hair around the small of his back, and as he groaned | | let 
my fingers follow its path down to the crack of his ass. An 
adventurous finger poked at his hole, feeling puckered skin 
Surrounded by more curly hairs. | probed deeper, felt his ass 
constrict. 


This only seemed to heighten the power of the moment. His 
crotch dug into mine, and | could feel his hardness pressing 
against mine. His thick beard scratched at my face again, 
harder; it felt like sandpaper, and | could feel my face 
reddening from the burn. 


The whistle of the train broke our concentration. Frankie 
settled in next to me, took a drink of his beer. Then he gave 
me a drink of it, too; the bitter brew spilled over my lips and 
down my neck. Frankie's lips did the same, soaking up the 
excess beer. My body arched in response to his touch, so 
much so | thought | might climax right there and then. My 
second of the night, and | wondered how much more | had 
in me. We hadn't eve removed any clothing yet and already 
| was on the brink. 


"We are slipping into the French countryside. There is much 
time to pass before we arrive in Basel." 


"Is that where you get off?" 


He smiled. “Perhaps. But you ... you will get off sooner,” he 
said. 


He found the buttons of my shirt and expertly undid them, 
never faltering, never stumbling. He placed his rough hands 
across my chest, which was strong and muscular, but pale 
and hairless. Licking at my nipples first, he then drew his 
tongue down my belly, sending rippling sensations all over 
my body. My moans were growing louder, louder still as he 
returned to a familiar place—the zipper of my pants. In 
seconds my pants were off, and | found myself suddenly 
naked. My cock jutted up proudly, and most definitely 
excited. 


Frankie's mouth began to descend on my cock, tickling at 
the thick head before slipping down over the shaft. Then he 
slid back up, then down again, repeated motions that 
continued for minutes on end, the whole time my body 
writhing in pure ecstasy. | wanted him to stop because | 
didn't want to come, but how could | ask him to stop? He 
was so good at sucking me. As he savored my rock hard 
cock, his hands rubbed my chest, my nipples; | reached 
down and ran my own hands over his arms, smoothing 
down the wiry hairs that coated them 


Frankie pulled his mouth off my stiff cock, which was coated 
with his spit. Using his hand, he proceeded to jerk me up 
and down, once again bringing me to the height of passion. 
And this time there was no denying what was going to 
happen, and | powerless to stop it. 


"Oh, Frankie, I'm coming. I'm coming." 


From my heated cock came hot streams of come shooting 
forward, splashing Frankie in the face. He lapped it up, his 
tongue flicking in and out in an effort to catch and taste, 
drink and swallow. Come dripped from his chin, and | 
watched as one drop fell to his shirt, soaking into the fabric. 
| imagined him later, the train pulling into Zurich, with my 
dried come staining his shirt. A piece of me to take with him. 


| reached out and touched the drying come. “That wouldn't 
have happened had you taken your clothes off." 


"You want me naked, Adam? You want my skin to your skin?" 


Nuzzling his neck and his ear, | told him | wanted that and 
more. “I want all of you, all night long." 


With that he stripped himself of his shirt, revealing the 
promise of what I'd seen earlier. His chest was thick and 
powerful, and covered with a tangled mass of black, curly 
hair. His nipples were small and erect, barely visible in the 
thicket of fur. A trail of entwined hairs would their way down 
his stomach, and disappeared into another promised and. | 
could barely contain myself, my tongue instantly seeking 
out the tiny nub of nipple. But just as my tongue grazed his 
fur, Frankie pushed me back. 


"Not yet, my hungry American." 


What he did was finish stripping—of came his jeans and 
boxers, leaving only his beautiful naked self before me. | 
stared at him with wonder and desire, so much that my cock 
stiffened again, my sphincter rumbled, and my toes danced. 
We were a study in contrasts: my pale body against his olive 
tones, my smoothness versus his hairy self, my girth and his 
length. His cock wasn't so thick, but its veins stood out and 
as the blood flowed into it—now free of the constraints of his 
tight jeans—my eyes widened over just how big he got. 


Easily eight inches of slick, sleek cock, buried in the thickest 
nest of pubic hair | could remember seeing. And he was all 
mine. 


He lay on his back, ready at last for me to service him. And | 
did. Beginning with those nipples | so wished to taste, my 
tongue and my mouth and my hands exploring his sexy 
body, touching and grabbing and pulling at his furry chest, 
tracing the trail down to the forest of pubic hair and taking 
his cock into my hot mouth. | sucked and sucked some 
more, and then let it go, my mouth moving farther to a large 
set of balls and the furry crevice between his ass. Licking 
and slurping, | told him to lift his legs and he complied, 
placing the soles of his feet firmly against the ceiling of the 
compartment, leaving me a clear view of an ass that looked 
starved for attention. And | went about the task of satisfying 
it, rimming my tongue around the hairiest crack this side of 
the Black Forest and plunging the tip into his hole, smelling 
his funk all the while. My passion took hold and | was lost in 
a world of new tastes and wondrous sensations, eating him 
out while my hand circled around his cock and worked at 
jerking him off. 


"No, stop, yes, take me,” he urged, his body resisting me 
but encouraging me. 


My mouth found his cock again, and this time | took him all 
in and slid up and down, up and down, up and down, until | 
was gagging and he was grabbing at my hair and we were 
both moaning with untold pleasures of the flesh. 


"Oh, my American lover, | am going to explode!” he 
screamed. 


| released my mouth from his cock and touched him again 
with my hand, and from there it was only seconds before a 


massive eruption occurred, come shooting out like Mount 
Vesuvius getting ready to bury Pompeii. Thick, hot streams 
of come jerked from his long cock, sailing down onto the 
hair of his chest, white snow covering a dense forest. As his 
own hand took control of his cock and the last shots of 
orgasm, my mouth found its way to his chest and began to 
mop up his seed. 


When | was done, | lay beside him, running my fingers 
through his damp hair, smiling at the recent memory of 
having brought him to climax. The train whistle once again 
sounded, bringing me back to reality. This entire night 
seemed so unreal. Never in my wildest imagination had | 
dreamed that | would be sharing my compartment with a 
mysterious Italian who was quite possibly the best lover put 
on earth. He wasn't listed in any travel guide; heck, until 
tonight he hadn't even been in my book of fantasies. But 
now here he was, and for nearly two hours we had been 
going at each other, and while we both knew we weren't 
done, we did need a break. Frankie even suggested we take 
a breather. 


"We will be reaching Basel soon, and we should remain 
quiet, as though we are asleep." 


"Is that what you want, to sleep?" 
"No, | will fuck you still. But we must be patient." 


This hot piece of foreign ass tells me to be patient. A 
difficult thing to do, considering our current positions— 
naked, entwined, still hungry for more. But | agreed to his 
request, and we lay in the darkness and watched as the 
lights of the border city of Basel approached. We silently 
drank our warm beers, exchanged an occasional kiss. A 
moment later the train pulled into the station and came to 


an exhaustive stop, the engine letting out steam, not unlike 
Frankie and | had done a while ago. 


It was twenty minutes of silence and waiting while 
immigration and the train personnel compared notes and 
documents and passports. Frankie just held me, sometimes 
with his mouth over mine, as though trying intentionally to 
silence me. Finally, we were underway, and the train picked 
up speed as we returned to the countryside. We were now 
officially in Switzerland, outside the European Union and 
bound for the truly international city of Zurich. But we were 
still hours away, as Frankie suddenly reminded me. 


"How shall we occupy ourselves?” | asked, despite knowing 
the answer. 


"| shall fuck you know,” was Frankie's response. “But on the 
bed, it is too tight and too limiting. | will take you on the 
bench." 


| didn't need to be told twice. | hopped off the bed, my body 
almost falling over as the train rounded a bend. But | caught 
myself against the door and steadied myself. Repositioning 
myself on the bench, | was facing the window and gazing 
out at the passing countryside as the train continued to 
hurtle through the darkness of night. Frankie came at me 
from behind, his thick piece of meat already encased in a 
condom, his fingers dripping with lube. With an easy, 
confident stroke, he primed my ass for his poker. | took a 
deep breath as | felt first his hands on my shoulders, then 
the first touch of him against my ass. I'd been fucked plenty 
of times, but not by anything so big, and not by anyone as 
hot as him. Hungry for him, | felt my ass pucker with 
excitement, but also with apprehension. Without warming, 
penetration happened. Gently at first, the head of his 
engorged penis slipping in, then more of him, inch after inch 


of that vein-laced cock, the pain coursing through my body 
fast giving way to immense pleasure. He gave one big 
thrust, and suddenly he was inside me—all of him, with the 
massive head pulsing at my prostate. His action came with 
such force | was thrown up against the window, my own 
cock now pressing against the safety glass. 


"Oh, Frankie, yeah, that's it. Fuck me. Fuck me hard." 


My words were unnecessary; Frankie had every intention of 
plowing me until he came or | came or Zurich came, 
whichever came first. He pounded my ass, faster and faster, 
each thrust of his hips more eager, each grunt from his 
mouth more determined. I'd already come twice this night, 
thanks to the talents of his tongue and mouth, but | knew a 
third orgasm would wrack my body, because as good as he 
was at a blow job, his fucking was intense, passionate, and 
ultimately unrelenting. 


As the best fuck of my life continued, | felt his arms encircle 
my body, his hands grabbing hold of my cock, while his 
hairy chest brushed against my back, tickling me and 
tempting me and teasing me into a heady submission that 
was beyond anything I'd ever felt. My God, this Italian lover 
was fantastic, and even as it was happening | couldn't 
imagine ever getting fucked any better, no matter how 
many years | lived. 


As | urged Frankie on, he was not exactly the silent type. His 
groans and grunts could be heard echoing throughout the 
Small compartment, and | imagined, out into the hallway 
and into the rooms of the other passengers. My own sounds 
of pleasure no doubt added to the mix. Did they think 
someone was being killed, or did they realize that the 
handsome American blond was being given the ride of his 
life—and not by the train? This hot and hunky and hairy 


Italian who had appeared seemingly out of nowhere was 
responsible for the great noises coming from sleeper 
compartment nine, and those delicious sounds wouldn't end 
until both men had been completely satiated. 


Frankie's thrusting was picking up speed, if that was even 
possible, and | knew he was getting ready to blow. | wanted 
him inside me still, | wanted to feel his explosion, and | 
worked the muscles of my ass to hold him tight, to constrict 
him, keep him from slipping out. Words flooded out of my 
mouth, dirty words that | could barely believe | knew, and 
they only served to urge Frankie on more. He was resilient, 
or just simply an amazing lover with years of experience 
and practice, because he was somehow able to keep from 
shattering his come in my ass. The sweat was pouring from 
his face and matting down the fur of his chest, mingling with 
my own sweat-coated back until it acted as a further 
lubricant that made our bodies sing and zing with passion. 


And then it came, the most powerful explosion | can recall. 
His scream was loud, sO was my own, as though I'd been 
impaled by a massive sword and come to think of it, hadn't 
I? As he pumped my ass full of thick, gooey come, my own 
cock exploded again, shooting copious squirts all over the 
window of my compartment. My body contorted, 
uncontrollably, shaking and shivering from the sensation of 
Frankie's magnificent fucking, even as he continued to 
pump every last drop out of him. 


As last he pulled out and dropped against the back of the 
bench, his thick chest heaving, searching for an ounce of air 
we hadn't already sucked in. 


"Oh, my lovely American,” he said between gasps, “your ass 
was great, so willing, so ... perfect." 


"| can't remember ever coming so much, Frankie. Fuck, 
you're a great fucker." 


"Frankie knows how to please a man." 
"Yes, Frankie does, that's the truth." 
"Do you know what else is the truth?" 
"No?" 


"Good. Sometimes it is good to keep up the fantasy,” has 
aid. “Now, Zurich is soon upon us, and we each need some 
rest. Come, my lovely American, climb up on the bed, | will 
join you in moments." 


| did as asked, even slipping my naked, tired self between 
the sheets. | had a feeling my ass would be sore tomorrow, 
not that | minded. Smiling back at Frankie, | watched as he 
opened the door to my compartment, his furry body well on 
display from the light in the hallway. He stated he needed to 
clean himself up a bit, and would return in moments. | lay 
my head down on the pillow and smiled with anticipation of 
his return. My eyes, though, were heavy from lack of sleep 
and weary from the wine and beer and exhausted from the 
numerous orgasms I'd experienced, and with a deep 
knowledge of satisfaction, they closed for the remainder of 
the trip. 


* OK OOK x 


A knocking on the door awakened me, and for a moment | 
wasn't even sure where | was. My head did bump against 
the ceiling, which of course brought it all back—the sleeper 
car, the train to Zurich, and suddenly, in a rush of morning 
desire, the memory of Francisco. As my eyes focused on the 


sunshine beginning to beam through my window, | realized | 
was alone in bed. And the knocking at my door continued. 


“Monsieur Greene, we are soon arriving in Zurich. You must 
awaken." 


| dropped down from the bed and eased open the door, 
careful to hide my naked self behind it. “Yes, oh ... Dieter, 
thank you. Yes, of course, we arrive early, don't we?" 


"Six in the morning. You slept well, | trust?" 
"Yes, but..." 
"Is something wrong?" 


| gazed back at my room. There were no signs of the night's 
action. No beer bottles, no tight pair of jeans tossed on the 
floor, no come-stained shirt. And certainly no Frankie. “Oh, 
it's just ... well, you seemed to know Francisco. Do you know 
where he is?" 


A confused look appeared on the conductor's face. “I do not 
know what you mean. This room is a single, no guest." 


"Oh, | know, it's just ... well, you were here. You brought the 
beers. He called you by name." 


"I am sorry, Monsieur Greene, | know nothing of such, uh, 
activity. If you would kindly pack and be dressed, Zurich in 
fifteen minutes." 


Indeed, Zurich was fast approaching and | busied myself 
with getting dressed, brushing my teeth in the tiny sink of 
my compartment, repacking my belongings. But as | readied 
myself for the next adventure on my trip, | couldn't help 
wonder about the mystery of Francisco, and why Dieter 


might have lied about his existence. | thought about the 
comment they had exchanged last night and combined it 
with my overactive imagination. And | had to wonder, in the 
eyes of the train's passenger manifest, did a man with the 
name Francisco even appear? Was that ticket | saw him with 
at the restaurant a mere prop?" 


My mind had been filled with thoughts of spy novels and 
such, and here, perhaps in my own bed and in my own ass, 
had been a lusty spy who had loved me, on board the 
midnight train to Zurich, a way station in the midst of his 
own grand adventure. Once again | felt like a lover 
betrayed, but at least this time around | had the memory of 
a night of incredible passion. And even if Dieter continued to 
deny Frankie's existence, | knew better. Because as the train 
pulled into Zurich and | grabbed my bags and left behind my 
compartment, | stole one last look back. And smiled. 


Coating the window were streaks of my dried come. 
So perhaps a spy had loved me. Again and again and again. 


But then he'd left me. | decided to embrace the memory of 
the night and not to be angry, not to feel used or take sides 
in whatever nefarious game Frankie and Dieter were 
playing. | would stay neutral, the Swiss way. 
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SWITCHING POSITIONS 


| always get strange looks from people—family, friends, 
lovers—when | admit to being a huge baseball fan. Really, 
what self-respecting gay man likes sports? Um, have you 
seen some of those players? Hot, hot, and hotter—and 
that's just the top of the batting order. Whether I'm 
watching from home on my giant flat-screen high-def 
television, or gazing from the luxury box seat at the 
stadium, I'm sometimes more interested in how a certain 
guy's uniform fit him than what he does at the plate. Jerk-off 
sessions have been plenty, though I've limited those to the 
stay-at-home variety. Nothing so blatant while at the game. 


Until one day. 


You knew that was coming, didn't you? What would be the 
point of all that exposition if | wasn't leading up to some 
fantastic sexual moment between me and my favorite 
baseball player? 


x OK OK x 


I'm a wealthy man, and an indulgent one. After years of 
successful commercial real estate deals, | retired at the age 
of forty, content now to do whatever pleased me most. From 
April to September, and God willing, October, baseball was 
my life. | had season tickets for every home game, and 
sometimes | would travel to another city to watch my team 
play, depending upon what city and who might be pitching. 
Or catching ... | would bring dates, or just casual friends; no 
one steady and no one specific. 


It was a day in August that brought me to the ballpark by 
myself. 


The evening game was set to begin at 7:10, but | was 
getting an extra special treat, as | was tossing out the 
ceremonial first pitch. | had a won a blind lottery for one of 
the team's charities and as my bid was the top one | got to 
toss out said pitch. | had dressed casually, in blue jeans a 
rather preppy, white button-down shirt. This despite the fact 
that it was in the nineties at game time and | was sweating. 
But it's not every day you're standing in front of forty 
thousand screaming fans (okay, granted, most of the fans 
weren't there yet and not many of them were screaming), 
but still, you gotta look your best. Especially with my name 
and face up there on the Diamond Vision. 


So, there | was, standing just off the pitcher's mound, since | 
wasn't expected to actually throw the ball all fifty-five feet 
from mound to plate. The team's starting catcher was 
waiting for my pitch, so with a wind-up stolen from a 
Hollywood movie, | made my pitch. | guess my adrenaline 
was coursing through my veins, because | ended up 
throwing a hard strike, right across the plate. | heard a 
smattering of applause from the crowd, and then, as | went 
to shake hands with the catcher, | saw the surprised grin on 
his unshaven face. 


"Nice pitch. Maybe you should be warming up in the 
bullpen, we may need you around the seventh inning. Or to 
close." 


"Guess | was excited,” | said. 


We shook hands again, this time for the photographer. The 
moment was immortalized, suitable for framing. | would put 
it up on the walls of my country home. Truth be told, the 
catcher was my favorite player, and the chance to meet 
him, shake his hand, pitch to him, was well worth any 


investment, good cause or not. And of course in my mind, | 
had envisioned a different kind of pitching. 


"Enjoy the game,” the catcher said to me. He smiled again. 
“And thanks again for your generation donation." 


"Hit a game-winning home run and l'Il double the donation,” 
| said, laughing. 


"Don't tempt me." 
Why not, he'd already been tempting me. 


Anyway, | did enjoy the game because the good guys won, 
though not by much. It was a tight game until the eighth, 
and then it was broken open by a three-run homer by none 
other than my hero, my fantasy man himself. The catcher. 
Guess | had to get out the checkbook. 


At the end of the game, | made my way toward the dugout, 
where the players were gathering up their favorite bats and 
Slapping one another's butts and other slightly randy things 
that to me added to the homoerotic natures of the game. 
Just then the catcher saw me and he offered up his seventy- 
million dollar smile all over again. 


"So, | gotta pay up,” | said. 


"Guess so. Can | offer you a reward, perhaps the bat | 
used?" 


"Wow, that'd be great." 


"Come on with me, | already had the trainer take it to my 
locker. Not his job, but he looks out for me. Gets me stuff | 
might need." 


"Are you serious?...” | said, my mouth wide open. 


He was, and so | hoisted myself over the dugout roof, onto 
the field, and then into the dugout itself. The catcher had 
removed his equipment, and I got an up-close, unrestricted 
view of him. His thick wavy hair was slicked back, probably 
from sweating all night long. His face was covered with what 
looked like a few days growth of beard, and was highlighted 
even more when he bared his yummy white smile. | could 
just sink into him. 


As we made our way down toward the locker room, | could 
hear the whoops and hollering of the full roster of players, 
happy because they had not only won the game, but with 
the victory they had first place all to themselves. Everyone 
seemed to be in a celebratory mood. 


"You know, maybe | shouldn't take you into the locker room 
after the game. The guys are probably changing and 
showering and stuff, you know—closed door antics not for 
public eyes." 


"Oh, yeah, sure." 


So he led me to a trainer's room, dominated by a massive 
table. 


"Have a seat, I'll be right back with my bat,” he said, guiding 
me to the table, this time actually touching me as he did so. 


| guess he saw the expression on my face. He didn't say a 
word, and me, | couldn't have found one if I'd swallowed a 
dictionary. 


"Maybe my bat is already here,” he said. 


Having a certain wealth brings with it a certain amount of 
self-esteem and confidence, and so with that and his very 
Suggestive comment, | wasted little time. | pressed my hand 
to his groin, felt how hard he was down there. From the cup, 
of course. Really, the hottest catcher in the league surely 
wasn't ... turned on by me, was he? Yeah, he was. 


He leaned in and placed a moist kiss on my lips, the scruff 
on his face brushing my chin. | opened my mouth to allow 
his tongue to explore, and | have to say, he mined gold the 
way he went at me. | kissed him back with as much energy 
and passion as | could muster, considering my heart was 
beating so fast | might have thought | was having a heart 
attack. That was okay, I'd already gone to heaven. 


Our lips parted and the catcher backed away from me, and 
a moment | thought our little sexual sojourn had come to an 
end. Instead, it was just beginning. He turned the lock on 
the trainer's room door and started to remove his uniform. | 
watched in awe, knowing that baseball players were usually 
in fantastic shape, especially catchers, who were known for 
their quick moves from home to second to throw out base 
Stealers. 


My catcher didn't disappoint. As he removed his jersey, | 
was exposed to a thick, muscular chest that was pleasingly 
covered with a thick pelt of black hair; his belly was equally 
fur-covered, with a trail that disappeared teasingly beneath 
his pants. | had seen him interviewed many times on 
television just after a game, but he never had shirt off, just 
a T-shirt, and | could always see a teasing sprig jutting out 
from the collar. Now, my image of him was complete, and it 
was perfect. 


| ran my hands over his chest, luxuriating in the downy 
softness. | had expected it to feel rougher, like his face. 


"You like that, huh?" 
"Great chest,” | said, moving in for a lick of his nipples. 


He finished undressing, with his spikes and pants joining his 
jersey in a sweaty, tangled mess on the floor. | gazed 
longingly at his thick, hairy legs, which as you might 
imagine befit the grueling position he played. | might have 
dropped down and licked his feet had he not been busy 
suddenly with his jockstrap. He tossed it away and a 
magnificent cock sprung to action, as though someone had 
announced that it was his turn at the plate. Get ready to 
Swing. 


It was then that | realized | was still fully dressed. Was | 
Supposed to just undress as he had, or was this merely an 
exhibition game? He gave no indication that he wanted my 
clothes off; he just took hold of his cock in his own hands 
and with his eyes first locking on mine, finally looked back 
at his thick meat. Say no more. 


Down on my knees | went, taking the bulbous, purple head 
into my mouth with an eagerness that reminded me of my 
youth, when anything was possible and dreams drove me to 
achieve my ambitions. Here | was now, living a dream, 
realizing an ambition, and | embraced it—no, | sucked it, and 
with all my might. With my tongue | caressed the long shaft, 
tickled at his thick bush of pubes, suckled at his low-hanging 
baseballs. 


"Yeah, suck that bat,” he said. 
These baseball metaphors, | love them. 


| did what | was told. For the next several minutes my mouth 
bobbed up and down on his thickness, taking the whole 
thing to the back of my throat, then to the tips of my lips, 


and back again. Fast, furious, | could hear him breathing 
harder and harder, like he'd just hit one into the gap and 
could smell a triple. Me, | was hoping for a home run, 
perhaps an inside the parker. Finally, | could tell he was 
getting ready to come. His hands gripped at my hair, and he 
let out a tremendous sound, a volcano getting ready to 
erupt. 


Thick spurts of come shot out of the eyelet of his cock, 
drenching my face and dripping down onto my preppy white 
Shirt. As the catcher milked the last of him, he smiled down 
at me. 


"Looks like that shirt is all soiled. Guess it's gonna have to 
come off." 


| needed no more incentive. | unbuttoned my shirt and 
tossed it on his uniform, then followed it with my pants. 
Finally, | stood naked alongside my own naked fantasy, my 
brilliant, sexy, furry-chested catcher, and | had to wonder, 
what the hell could possibly happen next? 


As the catcher, he makes the calls, he directs the pitch. And 
so | let him. And it turned out the old adage in baseball is 
true, when someone says, “What | really want to do is 
pitch." 


"I'm gonna fuck you, man,” my catcher told me. 
"Yeah, a fastball right down the middle,” | said. 


He laughed at that one, and then bent me over on the 
massage table until my bare ass was primed and ready. 
From a cabinet inside the trainer's room, my catcher 
withdrew a bottle of lube and a condom; guess that trainer 
did look after his, uh, needs. Thoughts swirled in my mind of 
the things this room had seen, if that's the kind of stuff they 


keep here. Here | was, about to be added to the stories 
these walls would hold. 


| watched as he rolled the condom all the way down his 
long, beautiful cock, and then as he rubbed some lube on it. 
Next | felt the cool sensation of lube hitting my ass cheeks, 
followed by the touch of his cock head at my hole. He was 
going to take me from behind. My sphincter puckered at the 
very thought, and then that thought was lost by a 
concentration on my part to allow his thick cock to 
penetrate me, and, to switch sports a moment, go deep. 
Pain gave way to an intense pleasure, and | waited for him 
to truly engage my ass by fucking it hard. 


He leaned down, burying his cock until it could go no 
further. His chest pressed against my back, and | could feel 
the thick hair brushing against me. It felt so good, so soft 
and fuzzy, my cock nearly shot a load right then and there. | 
told him how good that felt and he nuzzled in more and told 
me to wait, that I'd end up with a fucking rug burn before he 
was done pounding me. 


He wasn't kidding, because just then he began to slide in, 
Slide out, slide in, slide out, each new thrust exponentially 
intensifying, until he was grunting and | was screaming, he 
was pounding and | was receiving. A frenetic rhythm 
attached itself to us, and for | don't even know how long, 
the fucking continued, lasting seemingly longer than the 
game itself. | held back as long as | could, wanting him to go 
into extra innings before the game was decided on a big, 
powerful blast. 


| couldn't hold on any longer. | felt my cock welling, 
expanding. | felt the pressure mounting. My catcher was 
close too; his strokes were shorter, tighter, his breathing 
pent up like a geyser getting ready to blow. With his cock 


still pumping my sore ass, with his hairy chest scraping 
against my raw back, his breath hot on my neck, | gave in to 
the glorious moment and announced | was coming. | did, 
seconds later, an explosion ripping through my body and 
shooting cannon after cannon of white, sticky come all over 
the table, the floor, and the foil wrapper of the condom that 
lay neglected on the floor. 


Barely able to catch my breath, my catcher decided to shoot 
his load again, and this time | felt it deep within me, the 
huge head of his cock expanding the walls of my ass further 
as each spurt shot and shot some more. He kept fucking 
until every drop seeped out of him. At last his fucking 
ceased, and he sweetly pulled out of me. 


"Man, that was hot,” he said, “I love pitching." 
"Being a catcher ain't so bad, either,” | said. 


It had only taken nine innings from that ceremonial first 
pitch to the final out of the game, but | realized in that time 
my beautiful catcher and | had ended up switching 
positions. 


* OK OOK OX 


Nothing ever happened again between my catcher and me. 
| still go to all the games, but when the season is over and 
winter set in, | retreat to my country home, and there on the 
wall, | stare at the photograph of me shaking hands with the 
catcher. His smile is ever-present, but in my mind I'm able to 
see the rest of him, his fabulously furry chest, his rock-hard 
cock. My dick twitches every time. 


And sometimes | go for the bat. Not mine, his. Because | did 
get that game-winning bat of his. 


"Something to remember me by,” he'd said at the time. 
As | could forget him—or his bat. 
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A YEARLY TRYST 
A Dude Ranch Story 


An unlikely feeling for a man of such accomplishment and 
self-assurance struck him, nervous anticipation awakened 
him. He immediately felt a strange, unusual morning chill 
deepen inside his bedroom, his bones. He burrowed further 
beneath the thick covering of blankets, even as one eye 
peeked out to catch the time on his alarm clock: 8:17, it 
read. Late, for him. 


Usually he arose with the promise of dawn, time enough to 
see the sun rise majestically over the mist-shrouded 
mountains, the heat burning the mist away to reveal the 
new day, all while he sipped his coffee on the front porch of 
his ranch, never more content than at that innocent 
moment in the day. Today was different, a shift in his 
schedule, and not just because of the chill and the arrival of 
such unseasonably cold weather, it was the idea of the 
company he was expecting, the man who, tight beside him, 
spooning him, touching him, loving him, and warming him, 
would soon help drive away the harsh cold. When he'd 
Slipped under the covers last night, sleep had oddly evaded 
him, his mind unable to douse the flickering images he 
flipped through, and so he had stared out the window while 
snowflakes lightly fell from the sky. He wondered now on 
this cold morning, had the snow fallen all night, only to 
leave a lush white blanket covering the surrounding Smoky 
Mountains? 


The image was picturesque, ideal for all he was envisioning, 
those heady ways of staying warm, all of which had Johnny 


Lee Capstone stretching his hard body; thick, hairy arms 
reaching out from under the covers and into the air. 


"Aaahh,” he called out with a heavy sigh before a sudden 
smile crossed his face. 


Anticipation indeed; he thought of his coming guest, all they 
would do and indulge in, their time of year having arrived 
once again. Even just the quick flash of his face, that smile, 
those ... eyes, represented a nasty tease, showcasing just 
how impatient he was. 


As a result of his languid stretch, the covers slipped down, 
exposing his strong, sculpted chest, a thick mat of dark hair 
blanketing it. The cold attempted to attack him, but with his 
own natural coating of fur, he figured he was well enough 
protected. Running his hand through the thick, soft hair, he 
tweaked his nipples to the point where cool, erotic 
sensations rippled down his spine, encouraging him down 
even further. Fingers slid slowly along the furry swath that 
coated his flat belly, the hair swirling and thick around his 
navel. Finally his hand reached its desired destination, the 
thickening shaft of his cock, its pulsing self thrusting out of a 
thick patch of dark, wiry pubes. Rubbing his cock, he felt it 
grow, thick, long, and now very hard. 


Johnny Lee, owner and proprietor of the eponymous 
Capstone's Dude Ranch, was sexy and hairy, ruggedly 
handsome, never lacked for company if he so chose. That 
was the benefit of the way he led his life, deliberately single, 
and with the continual influx of new men, all of them guests, 
all of them potential lovers, many of them leaving after their 
two week stint at the ranch more than satisfied, why should 
he trade that for anything permanent? For moments such as 
now, when the ranch closed up shop and he felt a longing in 
his loins that never surfaced during the season. Now, 


anticipation flooding his cock, desire overwhelming him, he 
knew he needed a release. Johnny Lee wasn't above an 
occasional bout of self-pleasuring and this morning, well, he 
knew satisfaction would soon wash over him. Only then 
could he concentrate on the morning and all he needed to 
prepare for. 


He jerked at his cock, rubbing his hand up, down, up the 
long shaft. His breath escaped his lips and into the icy chill 
of his room, warming it ... heating him. Feeling his body 
grow flush, his one free hand grabbed at his chest hair, 
enjoying how those tufts felt in his fist, all while he 
continued to stroke harder, faster, his pulsing, big cock. He 
gazed down his body, at the familiar thatch of hair and 
beyond, to his cock, and he watched as the tip grew, 
excited, enticed, such a view encouraging him to stroke it 
harder, harder. 


"Yeah, yeah, shoot, shoot,” he said to himself in the 
otherwise quiet of his room, even though in his mind he saw 
something else ... someone else, and it was that face, those 
.. eyes, that smooth, sculpted body, that waiting, wanting 
ass, that fueled the fire that rushed over his entire body, 
threatening to engulf him. Johnny Lee cried out, once, twice, 
his orgasm so close ... So ready... 


Hurriedly pushing the blankets off his body, he spread open 
his hairy legs. He continued to stroke his cock, while with his 
other hand he snaked down around his heavy balls, a lone 
finger determinedly seeking the entry point of his ass, 
pushing past the hair that encircled the hole. With a singular 
effort, the finger disappeared deep inside him, and in his 
mind it wasn't himself he imagined doing that, it was ... 
someone else, oh how he touched him, how he licked him 
and probed him, excited him, and that's when the fiery 


Johnny Lee cried out, again, again, as he felt his cock pulse, 
thicken, and then finally ... explode. 


"Ahhh,” he exclaimed a seemingly endless stream of come 
shot quickly out of his cock, landing in the deep dark whorls 
of his chest, on his forearm. “Oh man, oh man, | can't wait 
for you to get here." 


Just then his bedside alarm went off, set for 8:30. He 
Slammed it quiet and then quickly got up out of bed. Johnny 
Lee was not the type of man to hit the snooze button, he 
couldn't wait to begin each new day and discover what 
unwritten scenes awaited him. Padding his naked self over 
to the window, he gazed out at the land he called home, 
smiling at the untouched snow that coated the ranch, the 
trees, and beyond, high up in the mountain drifts that would 
one day melt and send fresh new water to the rivers and 
lakes. 


He felt the chill swirl around him, knew it was time to go 
downstairs and start a fire. But first he had to clean himself 
up, the way his chest looked, his dark hair coated with the 
remnants of his hot come, it looked like Mother Nature had 
snowed on him, too. 


x KOK OX 
"Good morning, son." 
“Morning General." 
"Coffee?" 


"Please, | think my system can't believe it's nearly nine 
o'clock and it hasn't had its first infusion of caffeine,” Johnny 
Lee said. 


"That's why they call it vacation, it's when you give your 
body a break—not from the coffee, just the routine." 


The General, aka Brigadier General Norman Capstone, 
Retired, was seated in the living room before the oversize 
fireplace, flames flickering inside it, firewood crackling and 
Snapping. Johnny Lee approached the stone hearth, rubbed 
his hands before joining his father on the nearby sofa. 
Accepting the proffered, steaming cup of coffee, Johnny Lee 
raised it in toast. “Here's to a few days of much needed 
peace and quiet: solitude here | come.” He peered 
unobtrusively over to the main entrance, noticed the two 
suitcases resting against the wall. 


“That your way of trying to get rid of us faster?" 


"Like | could convince the General of anything,” Johnny Lee 
said with a rueful smile and an absent scratch at his rough 
cheek. He had showered but not shaved, his face scruffy 
with a few days of heavy, dark beard. Dressed in jeans and 
a blue flannel shirt, the first three buttons characteristically 
undone, he wasn't sure why he'd bothered to wear his 
regular uniform, seeing how comfortable his father looked in 
his thick robe. Cinched tight against his waist, the General 
was, at sixty-two, still in great shape; his robe was slightly 
open at his neck to reveal a hearty sprig of iron gray hair. It 
was no secret where Johnny Lee came by his hirsuteness. 


The General, as the iron giant preferred to be called by any 
and everyone, simply raised an eyebrow at his son's rare 
bout of flippancy. 


"Not like | could convince you of anything, sir,” Johnny Lee 
repeated, emphasis on that last, added word. Easy boy, he 
reminded himself, rushing them out of the door wouldn't get 


his guest here any faster, it was all perfectly orchestrated, 
just as it had been these past six years. 


"That's better." 


He might have retired from the Army, but manners and 
respect still ruled the day. 


Capstone's Dude Ranch was located in the sleepy 
mountains of eastern Tennessee, and it was a family affair, 
owned by Johnny Lee and run with the assistance of his 
retired Army general of a father and his father's second 
wife, Georgia. The fact that Capstone's catered exclusively 
to the gay audience, offering up two week excursions in the 
wild for men who wanted a chance to indulge testosterone- 
fueled adventures that took them far beyond the effeminate 
stereotype, was a surprisingly non-factor for the career 
Army man, who once told Johnny Lee, “ask, tell, only thing 
that should be in the damned closet is that fool rule.” It was 
that refreshing open-mindedness that kept the Capstone 
family a tight-knit one, even though it was only just the 
three of them. 


An Army brat who had lived all over the United States and 
on bases in Europe, Johnny Lee welcomed this close 
relationship with his father, and knew how lucky he was. His 
mother had passed away when he was seventeen, just at 
the time he was discovering his own sexuality, and even 
though it was several more years before he confessed his 
sexual orientation to his father, Johnny Lee was never 
hesitant that his father would disapprove or worse, disown 
him. Nope, the admission had only brought them closer, and 
when Johnny Lee, after scoring on a few successful 
investments in his mid-twenties, decided to sell high and 
buy the land that now encompassed Capstone's Dude 
Ranch, his father and step-mother were the ones to suggest 


they help him get settled. That had been seven years ago, 
and here they still were, together. 


Except today, as both the General and Georgia were 
leaving, albeit temporarily. Their annual vacation was upon 
them, a chance to get away from the rough terrain of 
Capstone's and treat themselves to some of the world's 
niceties. Yes, the cool month of January had arrived, the 
craziness of the holidays had passed, and Capstone's was 
rolling up for the season, set to reopen in March for a new 
year of horseback riding and training, hiking and white 
water rafting, among other nocturnal activities that made 
Capstone's the place where “men could be men.... with 
other men." 


"Where's Georgia?” Johnny Lee, his eyes again landing 
squarely on the suitcases. 


"Out for a last minute ride on her beloved Sumpter,” the 
General said with noticeable pride, “You know, as much as 
Georgia detests the snow, she couldn't resist one last 
chance to give her mare an opportunity to stretch her legs. 
Now that's a fine lady, my Georgia, one who knows how to 
handle herself. You would do well with the same." 


"The same?” Johnny Lee asked with a knowing smile. 


"More flippancy, son? You know exactly what | mean—we all 
need someone to stand by our sides, someone who 
completes you. Being alone, it's not natural. I've had the 
good fortune to experience that feeling twice in my life; 
pardon me if | want the same for my only son.” But then he 
paused, “Okay, no more lectures, you're obviously not in the 
mood. Fear not, son, we'll be out of your hair soon enough." 


"I'm not trying to get rid of you..." 


"Sure, that's why you can't help but sneaking looks at the 
luggage over by the door. You so curious about them, why 
don't you bring them out to my truck, pack them in good. 
Put the small bag on the front seat, it has all sorts of snacks 
for us on the long drive." 


So much for being unobtrusive. 


Johnny Lee, resigned, went about his required task, while 
the General retired to the back of the ranch house where he 
and Georgia kept up a private residence. Grabbing the 
Suitcases, he opened up the front door and felt the first 
wave of cold air wash over him. It was bracing and opened 
up his lungs; as he exhaled he saw his breath all mist. He 
stepped off the porch, his boots crunching against the snow, 
making his way to the garage and the General's battered 
Chevy truck. When he was done, he heard the neighing of a 
horse, the clop of hooves against the cold hard ground. 


"Morning, Johnny Lee." 
"Morning, Georgia. How's Sumpter taking the snow?" 


"She loves it, don't forget to let her run a bit in the corral 
while we're gone,” she said, patting the thick flanks of the 
brown-colored horse, receiving back a gentle snort, as 
though she agreed with her rider. 


"| got it, Sumpter and all the others, gotta keep them strong 
and healthy during the off-season." 


Georgia, nodding agreement, retreated into the stables and 
re-emerged moments later, joining Johnny Lee near the 
porch of the Big House; that's what they called the main 
ranch building. She was a hearty woman, tall, fifty- 
something, with flame-colored hair that matched her fiery 
personality. Someone who could put up daily with the 


General, she had to have nerves of steel; but she also had a 
giant heart and Johnny Lee felt her warmth spread through 
him as she now wrapped an arm around his waist. 


"You gonna be all right without us?" 

"Yeah, just fine." 

"This ranch all to yourself. What will you do with yourself?" 
"Relax, read, clear my mind. Just like every year." 


"Uh-huh, got a big stack of Louis L ‘Amour westerns to keep 
you occupied?" 


"I like my westerns a little more ... racy." 
"Hmm, | think you'll be just fine." 
"Aren't | always?" 


"Your father, Johnny Lee, he hates that you're always alone 

. even when you're with someone you meet here at the 
dude ranch, it's not like you let them inside here,” she said, 
patting her hand against his shirt, ruffling the triangle of 
chest hair that lay exposed. “And | don't mean this fine 
mane of yours ... deeper. One of these days, love is gonna 
pierce that heart of yours, Johnny Lee." 


"What's that?” the General asked, emerging from the house, 
now dressed. 


"Oh, I'm just having a little chat with our boy here,” Georgia 
said. 


“Trying to convince him to join us still?" 


“Hardly,” Johnny Lee said. “No offense, but a three day road 
trip to Miami and then a two-week long cruise in the 
Caribbean? Not my idea of fun. To be trapped aboard a boat 
for that long..." 


"It's a ship,” the General said, a stickler for details. “But 
yeah, | hear ya, son. Okay, my Georgia peach, why don't 
you go on and get yourself cleaned up, Johnny Lee here has 
already packed our car, he's ready to see us off. Boy's got 
antsy pants." 


Georgia did as requested, took her only fifteen minutes to 
change her clothes and fluff her hair, and by that time the 
General and Johnny Lee had shared a second cup of coffee 
and double-checked that the horses were warm enough in 
the cold that permeated inside the stables. At last both of 
them were ready to leave, and as they embraced Johnny 
Lee, for a second he felt reluctant to let them leave. But 
then he swallowed his apprehension, he knew they had to 
escape for awhile and enjoy some time alone; just as they 
also knew that he too needed his time alone. It was like this 
each year since they'd opened the ranch, the General and 
Georgia taking to the road every January, leaving Johnny 
Lee to do whatever he desired. 


Whoever, he reminded himself, feeling his cock press hard 
against his jeans. 


Yes, every January, what ... who he desired miraculously 
showed at the ranch, their encounter prearranged. He never 
spoke of it to the General or Georgia, even given their 
concern that he was by himself. Not that they would judge— 
or begrudge—his annual tryst, but they wished he would 
meet a nice guy and settle down already. But he couldn't do 
that. If only they knew the truth that once a year, for a 
week, Johnny Lee allowed himself to fall in love. 


“Have a great time,” he told them. 


"You, too,” the General said, and for a moment Johnny Lee 
had to wonder if they knew. Did they clear out every year so 
he could have his time alone with ... him? 


He watched as the truck pulled out of the garage and rattled 
down the snow-covered driveway, disappearing around the 
brushy bend, his last sight one of Georgia's arm waving 
back at him. He waved, too, and then he grew suddenly 
wistful. How he wished he could have a bond such as they 
Shared, but it just wasn't possible, not for him, not for his 
anticipated guest, not for them. Once a year they shared 
that bond, and then when he was gone, so was it. 


It. 


Did he really know what “it’ meant? Was it really ... love? 


* OK OK x 


Four hours of nervous energy passed, finally producing 
results. Johnny Lee heard the short beep of a horn, then 
another, longer honk. That was their prearranged signal, 
two blasts of the horn, one to announce his arrival, the other 
a secret message that only the two of them understood. 
Smiling when he heard that second blast, Johnny Lee 
stopped his pacing in the living room, pushed aside the lace 
curtain to gaze out the window, getting a better look when 
pushing his cowboy hat up above his eyes. That's when he 
saw the car rounding the bend and come into view; it was 
rental, of course, a different car every year, the only blip of 
inconsistency in an otherwise calculated rendezvous. The 
man behind the wheel, he's what counted, and as Johnny 
Lee got his initial look at him a wide smile broke out on the 
man's face. Johnny Lee assumed an equal look that easily 
graced his face. 


At last the car came to a stop before the porch, the man 
stepping out seconds after he'd turned off the engine. 
Johnny Lee hoped that was the only thing that was turned 
off, especially as he got a look at his new guest, his six foot 
frame, his white blonde hair grown out, shaggy, and his 
oceanic blue and yes, his easy-going, come hither stance 
that was as appealing now as the first time he'd 
encountered him, six years ago. 


"Hey, sexy,” Johnny Lee said, still standing on the porch, 
hands on his hips. He felt the cold air swirl around him, 
Causing in involuntary shiver. He knew his reaction had 
more to do with the man before him than the cold that tried 
to insinuate itself inside him, or so he tried to convince 
himself. Johnny Lee couldn't remember a time when they 
had met when it had been this frigid. 


"Hey, you,” the man replied. “You look good." 
"You too." 

Johnny Lee took a hesitant step down one stair... 
.. Just as the man approached the porch and... 
.. Johnny Lee stepped down another. 

The man took a step up... 


..and they met, at last, face to face, just inches from the 
other, the cold mist of their breath mingling, mixing, 
disappearing into the ether together. Johnny Lee reached 
out, touched his hand upon the man's perfect face, stroked 
the freshly shaven cheek, watched as the man's tongue 
Slipped out and took hold of Johnny Lee's thumb, drew it into 
his warm mouth. The man sucked it, suckled it, the first hint 
of desire that existed between them. 


"You taste great,” the man said. 
"You look great,” Johnny Lee said. 
"You look good, too,” the man said. 
"Only good?" 


"No, you look fucking hot. But take those fucking clothes off, 
you'll look amazing." 


They hesitated, waiting for that spark to explode, and just 
then it did. Passion erupted between them just then, like 
someone had set off a firecracker, pushing them together in 
a heated, hungry kiss, mouths pressing hard against the 
others, tongues swirling, exploring, teeth nibbling on sweet, 
juicy lips. His knees buckling, Johnny Lee felt like he was on 
fire, the hunger inside him drawing his guest's lips upon his 
neck like a struck match. Wild sensations ripped through 
him as he grabbed hard at the back of his head, running his 
hands through the man's leonine mane. 


Just then Johnny Lee felt the man pushing him down onto 
the steps. Ignoring the packed snow that coated the stairs 
and porch, impervious to its penetrating cold, he indulged 
the moment when his guest kissed his neck, licked at its 
nape; Johnny Lee arched his back with building desire. He 
felt a hand snake inside his shirt, fumble with button after 
button until the flaps of his flannel shirt separated. The man, 
his deep blue eyes locked on Johnny Lee, grinned wide 
before he thrust open the shirt he'd just unbuttoned, 
revealing Johnny Lee's thickly haired chest. 


"Fuck, your chest ... it's just as | remembered ... So sexy ... 
SO..." 


"Yours,” Johnny Lee said. 


"Yeah, mine." 


The man hesitated a second while taking in the furry 
display, and then he just plunged in, his face quickly lost in 
the thick whorls of furry darkness, lapping at hardened 
nipples. Words of desire escaped his lips, muffled as they 
were as his mouth devoured the hairy thicket. Johnny Lee 
closed his eyes, reveling in his touch, reminded of his own 
stroke session this morning when he'd imagined such a 
scenario, wishing it had been happening then and just now 
wishing the moment would never end, that he would not 
come up for air. His cock was straining against his the inside 
of his jeans, begging suddenly for the man to follow the 
hairy trail down his stomach and discover the waiting, 
wanting cock. 


At last he looked up, panting, again locking eyes with Johnny 
Lee. “Sorry, you know | had to do that ... | couldn't resist 
your chest, | never could..." 


"It's all I've been thinking about since | woke this morning." 


"Bet you jerked yourself off ... | Know | did, at the motel ... it 
was just a prelude for what was to come.” He laughed 
aloud. “To come, yeah, that's what | want, fuck ... it's what | 
need. To come, all over you." 


“Inside,” Johnny Lee said. “It's all waiting." 
"Yeah, nice, perfect ... | can't wait, you know that." 
"| do. And I can't wait either." 


As Johnny Lee got to his feet, he felt his heart swell, his 
blood pumping. 


"Welcome back,” he suddenly said to his guest. 


"Yeah, thanks, it's real good to be back,” the man said, 
accepting another kiss, this one with an expressed 
tenderness, as though there was something more between 
them than the fierce animalistic urges that were just on 
display. As if mirroring those thoughts, the man gave voice 
to his feelings: “You know | love you, Johnny Lee." 


"| love you, too, Cutter,” Johnny Lee said, the words on his 
lips spoken with ease. 


He took his hat off finally, the simple act steeped in 
meaning. 


It was his first step toward revealing more than just his 
body. 


* OK OK OX 


"Oww, yeah, yeah, | can't wait, not a second more, Johnny 
Lee, fuck me... yeah, now, now..." 


Johnny Lee and the blonde-haired, blue-eyed man named 
Cutter had wasted little time from the moment they entered 
the Big House, tearing each other's clothes off, leaving a 
trail of shirts, jeans, socks, as they made their way upstairs 
to Johnny Lee's room, where a fire flickered in the fireplace 
and where a bottle of lube and a box of condoms awaited, 
the intent clear, the sex between them as hot as the fire 
that crackled nearby. They skipped any attempt at foreplay, 
save for a couple of kisses, all that could wait, Cutter 
jumping on the bed and getting on all fours, thrusting his 
ass up, ready for Johnny Lee. And Johnny Lee was more than 
ready, his big cock throbbing with anticipation. 


Positioning himself behind, Johnny Lee stroked Cutter's 
smooth, tight ass, as soft as he remembered, his cock 
zeroing in on its target as he did so. He pushed the tip of his 


cock through the waiting hole, pushed again, watching with 
desire as his shaft slipped in. He felt the pop and then he 
could ease the rest of himself in. 


"Ahhhhh,” Cutter called out, “Shit, Johnny Lee, shit, | missed 
that cock ... the way it fills me. Come on, give it all to me, | 
want to feel that huge thing inside me." 


Johnny Lee's cock was impressively thick, but it was also 
long, a full nine inches of hot, throbbing masculinity, and 
right now he was plunging each thick inch inside Cutter's 
willing ass, just as the man asked for, begged for ... cried 
out for. Fingers digging into the pale skin of his ass, Johnny 
Lee pushed again, and then he did so again, again, plowing 
him until his cock was buried so far inside his thick pubes 
rubbed harshly against the soft, supple skin. 


"Yeah, | love it, love that huge cock,” Cutter said, looking 
back at the man who was thrusting hard inside him. 


Johnny Lee, desired flooding his heated loins, bucked and 
thrust, thrust, hard, harder, and Cutter, still staring at him, 
winced once, then smiled, a sure sign his body was 
adjusting to the girth of Johnny Lee's cock, just as it did 
each and every year. Urging him on, his voice echoing in the 
silence of the house, Johnny Lee did as asked, developing a 
hard rhythm as he plunged, plunged, and plunged further 
still, his long cock beginning to boil with anticipation. It 
wouldn't take long, not with Cutter, the first time always 
happened quicker than the many subsequent climaxes, that 
nervous anticipation that flooded his body needing release, 
not unlike his jerk-off session from this morning, but instead 
of shooting his load all over himself, he had this lover to 
savor every drop. 


"Oh, Johnny Lee, that's it ... don't stop, fuck me, fuck me,” 
he said. 


Johnny Lee could see that Cutter had taken hold of his own 
hard cock, a beer can thick cock that might be stubby, but 
he remembered the way it filled his mouth, how wide he 
needed to open to suck the whole thing. That would come 
later, often, for now Cutter needed to get off as Johnny Lee 
fucked him still, more, more. His hips like pistons, he thrust 
and thrust, Cutter's urgent pleas like fuel. Suddenly a fiery 
explosion built up inside Johnny Lee and he felt his cock 
expand deep inside Cutter's ass. It was only seconds until 
he would blow ... quickly he pulled out, whipping off the 
condom with one expert motion, his hand stroking his cock 
until orgasm finally reached down into his balls and shot 
forth its liquid. Hot come shot out of the tip and splattered 
all over Cutter's ass, splashing against the small of his back, 
Cutter's voice suddenly constricted, as though the feel of 
Johnny Lee coming all over him had unleashed his own 
climax. 


Quickly Johnny Lee rolled onto his back, Cutter straddling 
him without missing a single stroke of his thick cock. “Yeah, 
that's what | wanted ... that's what | like,” Cutter said, 
reaching with his free hand to stroke the fur of Johnny Lee's 
chest, pulling hard at dark tufts just as his cock exploded 
with an intensity that rocked them both. Shot after shot 
blew through the air, landing in the dense mat, Cutter 
encouraging every drop out of himself by continuing to 
tweak Johnny Lee's nipples, buried beneath all that fur. 
Another burst of his cock, it was almost like a second wave 
of climax had hit him, and he cried out with surprise. 


"Damn, that was fucking great,” Cutter said, his smooth 
chest heaving from the power of his double-orgasm, “no one 
gets me going like you, no one gets me to shoot like that." 


"Yeah, no shit, | think you drenched my chest,” Johnny Lee. 
"Complaining?" 


"Hardly,” he said, “but you know, you may want to clean 
this up." 


"You know, | am thirsty,” Cutter said, and then he dove 
again into the whorls of Johnny Lee's chest, tasting his 
sweat, tasting himself, indulging in the dark forest of hair 
until his inner beast had been satiated, satisfied, and he 
could relax, lying beside an exhausted but exhilarated 
Johnny Lee. As for Johnny Lee, weakened from his thrust and 
his climax, he stroked his lover's wild blonde mane as he 
stared up at the ceiling, Knowing that for the next week, this 
is what his life would be, sex and fucking, climaxes and 
cuddling, expressions of love proffered between them, and 
as sweet as it was to hear those words ... to say them, even 
Johnny Lee knew they were like an orgasm, momentary, 
strangling, powerfully consuming, but ultimately, fleeting. 


* OK OK OX 


Nightfall had come to Capstone's Dude Ranch, and the two 
sole occupants were bathed in a mix of hot water and cold 
air. Located just beyond the back porch of the Big House, in 
the shadow of the stables, was a large Jacuzzi, and right 
now their naked bodies were feeling the bubbly effects of 
the heated water. Arms stretched out over the sides of the 
hot tub, they stared across at each other, even as they 
sipped at the cold bubbles which danced inside their 
glasses. 


"You know, they say you're not supposed to drink alcohol 
when you're in a hot tub,” Cutter said. 


"Guess what?" 


"What?" 
"'They'” are not here." 


"Cheers to that, we wouldn't want any strangers getting in 
our way,” Cutter said with a sigh, drinking down a healthy 
gulp of the champagne, which he'd brought. “Ah, Johnny 
Lee, this is fucking great, sitting out here among the stars 
even while the ground is covered in snow. It's almost too 
much to believe that it's this time of year again." 


"Winter?" 
"No, smart ass ... our time." 


"| knew what you meant,” Johnny Lee said, offering up a 
handsome smile, “it was a busy year at Capstone's, 
sometimes | never thought the season would end and that 
we ... we would be together again. All the past week, | kept 
imagining various scenarios that would make this visit a 
bust—the General and Georgia foregoing their annual 
vacation or you deciding not to show..." 


"So, you live life with the glass half empty." 


"You've got to be prepared for any contingency,” Johnny Lee 
said. 


"Nothing would have made me miss this week ... and hey, 
dude ... my glass is nearly empty,” Cutter said, holding out 
his glass. 


Johnny Lee, grinning, reached up for the near-empty bottle. 
He drained it, filling Cutter's glass and pouring the remains 
into his. They drank another toast, eyes locked on each 
other, the suggestive message behind their toast clear. 
Cutter, setting down his glass on the patio behind him, 


pushed through the gurgling, swirling water until he was 
situated right before Johnny Lee. He reached out to run his 
hands over Johnny Lee's hairy chest, the thicket thicker 
when wet. His fingers snaked down his furry belly, touching 
his noticeably hard cock. His eyes lit up, making Johnny Lee 
laugh. 


"You're insatiable,” he said. 


"Sit up on the edge of the hot tub, yeah, that's it...” Cutter 
said, watching as Johnny Lee easily complied, only his 
strong legs dangling in the heated water. The shock of cold 
air against his exposed skin sent prickles all over his body, 
goose bumps visible, nipple hardened beneath his blanket 
of hair, his hard cock even more so. Cutter stood up, his 
hand grabbing hold of Johnny Lee's hairy legs, helping to 
push him onto his back. 


"Just what are you doing?” Johnny Lee asked. 


Cutter offered up no words and no explanation, and before 
long Johnny Lee's legs were raised high into the air, his 
entire body removed from the hot tub, but somehow still 
warm ... hot, flushed. Cutter, hands on Johnny Lee's calves, 
suddenly went down between his legs, his tongue licking at 
his ass, tongue pushing against the hairy hole. He licked, 
sucked, thrust the tip of his tongue into Johnny Lee's ass. 


"Oh shit, Cutter ... wow, wow..." 


"Yeah, you like it when | eat you out, huh? Yeah, give me 
that furry ass of yours..." 


"It's yours, all yours." 


Cutter plunged his entire face into Johnny Lee's drenched 
crotch, touching and caressing, licking, his tongue teasingly 


playing at the puckering hole, fingers digging into the fur- 
covered cheeks. Johnny Lee cried out with a blast of 
pleasure, begging him for more, more, “but not your tongue, 
oh, Cutter, give me your cock ... yes, Cutter, fuck your hairy 
beast, let me feel that thick cock open me up." 


Cutter happily answered the hungry call, quickly drawing 
Johnny Lee back into the swirling, heated water. Johnny Lee 
watched as he readied himself, his hard cock, now encased 
in a condom, bobbing in the roiling water. Placing his hands 
against the rim of the hot tub, Johnny Lee prepared himself 
to be penetrated, taking a deep breath before he felt the 
first push of thick cock against hairy ass, Cutter's smooth 
self against Johnny Lee's hirsute body. Then he felt the 
entire cock plunge inside him with one thrust, forceful, 
hungry, as though the year long wait had unleashed a 
newfound fury with him, taking his frustration out on Johnny 
Lee, pushing, hard, harder, harder still, grunting in the night, 
the wind catching them, allowing them to echo in the 
canyon. To Johnny Lee, the echo of their voices made it 
seem like he was being fucked by more than one man, an 
orgy of two, and given the hearty thickness of Cutter's cock, 
he may as well have been, it like two cocks were inside him, 
fighting, thrusting, pleasing... 


Cutter leaned in with a sudden, fast thrust, his cock as deep 
as he could put it, hands pushing against Johnny Lee's back, 
rubbing the thin coating of hair that grew over his 
Shoulders, faint when dry but more pronounced when wet, 
and it was this image of the wildly hairy Johnny Lee before 
him that had him close to blowing his load. Johnny Lee 
urged him on, more, more, “yeah, fuck me, fuck my hairy 
ass with all you've got,” and Cutter whispering into his ear, 
“take it, take my thick one you beast, you hairy beast, take 
it now and tomorrow, take it for as long as you want it..." 


Johnny Lee heard the words swirl inside his head, wondering 
what Cutter meant by them, was it just the heat of the 
moment, this moment of intense fucking or did he feel 
something more, did he want something ... permanent? As 
long as Johnny Lee wanted it, that's what he'd said. He 
wanted it always, even during the season when he would 
hook up with one of his visiting dudes, he would be thinking 
of Cutter and the wild week of sex they would indulge in, 
but that's all that existed between them, a week ... that's 
what they had promised to each other, right? Why then was 
Cutter trying to rewrite the rules... 


"Ahhh, aaaah, aaah,” Cutter exclaimed. 


Johnny Lee realized that his mind had drifted, he ‘d 
forgotten the fact that Cutter's cock was buried inside him, 
that he was fucking him hard, grabbing at his hair, the pain 
he was feeling from such intense physicality was nothing 
compared to the sudden ache he felt inside his heart. Just 
then he felt Cutter's cock grow, expand, and then thrust 
inside him again, climax ripping through him, shooting into 
the tip of the condom, a protective barrier that kept him 
from fully entering him, claiming him. Johnny Lee found the 
separation oddly appropriate, as though the condom 
suddenly defined the limits of their relationship, a 
microcosm of all that was right with them and all that was 
wrong with them. 


Great sex, but somehow lacking any true connection. 
This was love? 


Or was this just lust, indulged in yearly, an escape for each 
of them from the real world. He knew who he was, what he 
wanted, eventually, it's what the General was always 
wishing for him. But with Cutter, was that even possible? He 


knew he enjoyed sex with him and looked forward to these 
secret trysts, but to what end? When would it end, how 
would it end? He knew little about Cutter, except what he 
liked to do in bed, the kind of things that drove him crazy 
and brought him to loud climaxes, but did he really know 
what penetrated his heart, what made him think, tick? 


Cutter, satiated, suddenly pulled out, Johnny Lee watching 
as he stripped off the condom and sent it flying beyond the 
side of the hot tub, landing with disregard in the virgin snow. 
Then he disappeared beneath the surface of the water, 
immersing his entire body as though cleaning it from the 
sex he'd just performed. And even though he was obviously 
still here, his satisfied, drained body just inches from him, 
Johnny Lee felt suddenly alone in the world. The cold wind 
that was rushing down from the mountains rippled against 
his skin, and not even the dark fur that coated his hard body 
could keep him warm. It was then that he realized, with 
sudden wonder and surprise, that his cock had grown 
flaccid, not as a result of his own climax but out of a lack of 
desire to do so. That had to be a first. When had a stranger 
arrived? 


* OK OOK OX 


They easily fell asleep in the living room just after midnight, 
rolled up in a thick sleeping bag, a discarded, empty bottle 
of wine and two glasses at their side, dying embers in the 
fireplace all that was left of a night of mixed feelings and 
signals, Johnny Lee's uncertainty having given way to their 
history. They'd fucked each other on the kitchen table 
before making a dinner of salmon and rice, they'd sucked 
cocks on the porch as part of their dessert, their naked 
bodies bracing against the cold even as they brought each 
other to loud, valley-stretching climaxes that left their 


bodies flushed, hot, and impervious to the dropping 
temperatures. 


But it was at four o'clock that next morning, a time when 
Johnny Lee's mind would normally begin to think about 
waking, that his deep-set brown eyes popped open, the 
quiet of the ranch oddly disconcerting. Cutter was fast 
asleep on his back, his muscled arms tucked under the soft 
pillow, allowing Johnny Lee a chance to dart away 
undetected. Slipping on a pair of briefs, he padded his way 
to the kitchen and began to prepare coffee. Outside, snow 
was falling again; it was in the forecast for the next few 
days and more than two feet of snow was expected before 
the storms had settled. 


A nice time to be homebound and in the welcoming arms of 
a lover who knew no bounds when it came to satisfaction— 
his, yours, theirs—and at the mere thought of days of sex, 
sex, sex, Johnny Lee's cock stirred inside his tight briefs. But 
was that what he really wanted? Damn the General and 
Georgia, leaving him with such conflicting, confusing 
thoughts; some people were destined to live life on their 
own terms, to share their hearts only when they wanted, to 
Share their cocks only when lust demanded it. Such 
annoying thoughts of finding someone to settle down with 
were wreaking havoc with his anticipated week, wasn't this 
just supposed to be a time of indulgence, of sexual wants 
and desires, two people coming together—and coming and 
coming—for their mutual satisfaction? No muss, no fuss, no 
worries beyond their allotted time. The week would end and 
they would each return to their regularly schedule lives... 


So then what the hell was the problem? 


Because Johnny Lee wanted more, maybe not with Cutter. 
But with someone... 


Was it odd, he wondered, that he knew nothing of Cutter's 
life beyond Capstone's Dude Ranch? The man had made a 
reservation during the initial season, arriving alone and 
uncertain, and it was that shock of innocence he wore on his 
face, along with those crystalline blue eyes, that drew 
Johnny Lee to him. It had only taken two days of horseback 
riding in the nearby hills of the Smoky Mountains before 
Johnny Lee made his move, pinning him against the thick 
trunk of a tree, pressing against him, his cock threatening to 
burst from his chaps when he'd quietly, shocking, suddenly 
said, “You drive me wild with desire, Cutter, it's all | can do 
to keep from wanting to fuck you,” and Cutter, noticeably 
sweating from the heat of the day or maybe from the 
closeness of Johnny Lee had said, “So do it, do what you 
want." 


Johnny Lee recalled that moment when the fire between 
them exploded into passion. 


"Uh, Johnny Lee?" 


The memory suddenly doused in his mind, Johnny Lee, 
pushing his cock as best he could down inside his briefs, 
turned to find Cutter standing naked in the kitchen. 


“Hey, good morning." 
"Is that what it is? Still looks dark out." 
“Dawn is coming, my favorite time of day." 


"| remember you telling all of us that on our first day here at 
the ranch, how morning was the time to get your blood 
moving ... but that was during the height of summer. Warm 
and inviting mornings, not like now ... it's cold. You guys 
believe in heat?" 


Johnny Lee nodded. “The General prefers the natural heat 
from our fireplaces, gives the ranch a nice woodsy smell. 
Me, | like it cold, the bracing temperature wakes up your 
blood rather than freezing it. Doesn't matter the season, 
doesn't matter rain or shine, mornings just call to me. Sorry 
if | woke you, | just couldn't sleep any longer, figured I'd 
make some coffee.” He paused, looked at the percolating 
pot. “You up for some?" 


"Nah, too early." 
"Why don't you try and go back to sleep,” Johnny Lee said. 
"You gonna join me?" 


"Not right away,” came Johnny Lee's quick answer. Perhaps 
too quick. 


Cutter started back, hesitated, then stopped. “Something's 
different." 


“Hmm,” Johnny Lee offered up noncommittally. 
"Is it me?" 
"No, not all... it's me.... or maybe, it's us. Whoever ‘us’ is." 


A hint of concern deepened in those blue eyes of us, tinting 
them into a man Johnny Lee didn't recognize. 


"We have an agreement, Johnny Lee. Who we are when 
we're here, that's it." 


"Except I've realized that | can't be a different man, not 
here, not anymore,” he said, regret caught in his throat. 
“This is my home. Maybe it was easier to play act in the 
past, before | felt truly settled here at Capstone's, but after 


seven years ... well, this is my world, the life I've created for 
myself. Men come and go, but | remain the constant." 


"| never asked about other men, | assumed ... a man such as 
yourself, you have needs the rest of the year ... heck, it's 
how we met, here, that one day up in the woods..." 


"You remember that?" 


"Of course | do, you opened up new worlds to me, new 
feelings ... and desire. Before then, well, being gay, it was 
something | knew | was but | hadn't fully embraced it. | think 
| was afraid to. But every year since then, | can't tell you 
how much | looked forward to coming here and being with 
you. But now..." 


"Yeah, but now,” Johnny Lee said, wistfully. 
"So, is this ... it?" 


Johnny Lee didn't know the right answer, not to this man 
whom he had shared so much with—his heart and his hard 
cock and his wanting body, relishing the way Cutter 
embraced him and kissed him, licked at his chest and 
indulged in his furriness, begging again, again, for sex, to be 
fucked, and oh, how Johnny Lee had just given him 
everything he'd asked for, over and over, every room, every 
position. Six years of annual rendezvous, each meeting 
between them coming with no attachments or obligations, 
all of them had been satisfying but yet not so, why else did 
they look forward to the next year, the next? 


An idea formed in Johnny Lee's mind. 
“Get dressed,” he impulsively said. 


"What?" 


"Dress warmly, it's pretty cold out there this morning." 


"| don't understand,” Cutter said. “We're going out in that 
snow?" 


"Georgia, she said | needed to stretch the horses, get them 
some exercise." 


"Today ... now?" 


"No time like the present,” Johnny Lee said, “after all, we 
can't rewrite the past, and we best not ask about tomorrow, 
not right now when the morning is still dawning over the 
horizon, and we're as vulnerable as we are naked." 


Johnny Lee's powerful words lingered between them, and as 
if to offer Cutter a sense of comfort, he came to him, hands 
touching his face, felt the light stubble that dotted his face, 
and placed a kiss upon his lips. His own thick scruff 
scratched at Cutter's cheek, eliciting a groan of waking 
desire. As they kissed, Johnny Lee tasted last night, the wine 
and the sex, as though the night hadn't fully let go its grasp 
on them, leaving them somewhere between now and then. 
Would their indulgent fantasies win out, or would the reality 
of a day frigid with cold air take command? 


* OK OOK OX 


Georgia had been right, the horses couldn't wait to break 
free from the stables and feel the cold bracing air whip at 
their manes, as they took to the land and the once familiar, 
now snow-covered paths. Forging their own trail, Railway in 
the lead, Balfour close behind, they took their riders deep 
into the woods, as though driven, charged, fueled by their 
own wishes and desires, the sound of their hooves 
crunching against snow; if not sexual intent then filled with 
their own raw energy. 


Johnny Lee, wrapped in a warm coat, his favored cowboy hat 
placed down upon this thick dark locks, gloved hands 
grasping at his reins, felt his earlier doubts be blown away 
by the currents of the wind, and a smile was at last frozen 
upon his lips. Happily straddling his beautiful, prized 
Railway, he knew he was never more truly alive than when 
riding across the wide, open land of his adopted home of 
Tennessee, surrounded by the peaks of the Smoky 
Mountains, themselves today topped with translucent caps 
of ice. White flakes of snow continued to fall around them, 
leaving a light dusting over the brim of his hat. 


"You okay back there?” he called out. 


As if Balfour thought it was he Johnny Lee had spoken to, he 
neighed loudly, making Johnny Lee laugh. But then he 
heard, “Yeah, fine, this was a great idea, | think we both 
needed to get out of the ranch, you kKnow...?" 


Johnny Lee turned back, caught the wide grin on Cutter's 
face. 


"You look good up there,” he said. “Natural. Balfour likes 
you." 


Cutter had donned a cowboy hat as well, and the way his 
Shaggy blonde hair curled at the nape of his neck had 
Johnny Lee's loins stirring. 


But such thoughts would have to wait, he had other things 
in mind as they trekked further up the hills. Johnny Lee 
thought again of Cutter, how each subsequent rendezvous 
had seen the sex between them increase, as though the 
time spent apart only served to fuel their inherent desires. 
As a result, words of intimacy had grown as cold as the day, 
and their outdoor activity had been curtailed as they had 
burrowed beneath blankets, bodies touching, cocks 


thrusting. He tried to recall the two of them venturing into 
the woods on horseback the last couples of years and he 
came up empty; no, it had just been sex, and more sex. 
Maybe there was hope for the two of them, perhaps there 
was something to look forward to? 


At last they emerged into a clearing atop one of the lower 
mountain peaks, the view of the valley beautiful, with its 
white coat of snow untouched. Johnny Lee hopped off 
Railway, tethering her to a nearby tree, even while knowing 
she was going nowhere. He handed her a few carrots and 
she contentedly munched. Cutter dismounted as well, and 
followed Johnny Lee's lead. Their horses busy eating, Johnny 
Lee grabbed hold of Cutter's hand and brought him closer to 
the edge of the cliff. 


"God, it's beautiful,” Cutter said, “not unlike home." 


The words weren't lost on Johnny Lee. “Home, now that's a 
place you never mention." 


"Do you really want to know, Johnny Lee? Where I'm from ... 
what I do..." 


"Who you are?" 

"What do you mean, I'm Cutter and..." 

"I Know it's not your real name,” Johnny Lee said. 
"How...?" 


"Men come to Capstone's to become someone they're not,” 
he said, “it's not uncommon, or so I've come to learn in my 
years running the ranch. | don't mind, we're all running from 
something and if | can offer up a place where a man can 
reinvent himself, if only for two weeks, who am | to judge? 


Makes life less complicated for me ... | mean, look at you 
and me. How we came together, and how that initial visit to 
Capstone's led to our yearly tryst ... you Knew nothing about 
my other relationships, | Knew nothing about yours. Just this 
one week out of the year we got to be who we wanted to be, 
but | suppose over the years I've become more of myself, 
while you ... what, you've perpetuated this role you've been 
playing. It's not a judgment, Cutter. But | guess what I'm 
asking now ... here, in this location, can | know your real 
name?" 


Johnny Lee looked deep into those bright blue eyes for an 
answer, not sure what kind of response he was seeking. This 
was the truest test of whatever bond existed between them. 
Was he looking for an escape from their yearly encounters 
of sex without commitment, a way to end them, or was he 
looking for something more from them ... more from the 
sexy, alluring man who shared this one week of his life. 


"This place,” Cutter said, “I remember it, that summer day 
six years ago. You came up behind me..." 


"Like this,” Johnny Lee said, his arms slipping around 
Cutter's waist, holding him tight while they both stared out 
at the lush valley beneath them. That day the verdant grass 
had blown in the strong wind that blew free across the field, 
and today it was buried beneath the snow, there but not 
really. 


"Yes, just like that, and your touch ... it Surprised me, but it 
electrified me, too,” he said, “I had never before felt such an 
attraction to another man, never imagining that you would 
ever find me to your liking ... | mean, a man like you could 
have anybody he wanted, and that week | was here, there 
were seven other men to choose from ... and yet, you had 


invited me into the woods, it was me who you embraced, 
kissed..." 


"Like this?” Johnny Lee asked, his lips touching the back of 
Cutter's neck. 


A gasp escaped Cutter's mouth, the touch of heat against 
his cold skin. “Yes, just like that, | dream of it often, even 
after all the times we've screwed, all the times you've 
fucked me, | still remember your first touch..." 


"We could have that first touch again,” Johnny Lee said. 
"How...?" 


"Tell me your name,” he said with a whisper, pulling away, 
the warm touch of his strong arms gone, the heat of his kiss 
simmering. 


Cutter turned around, faced Johnny Lee with an intense gaze 
to his eyes, the same look he gave when Johnny Lee was 
about to enter him, thrust inside him, open him up to new 
worlds and experiences. Johnny Lee supposed the same was 
about to happen, he was going to enter Cutter anew, a man 
who wasn't Cutter. 


"My name is Trent,” he said. 
“Trent,” Johnny Lee said, tasting the name on his tongue. 


"The mountains are my home as well, way up north in the 
Adirondacks." 


"| hear it's beautiful there." 


"It's beautiful here,” Cutter, now Trent, said. 


"Now it is,” Johnny Lee said, learning forward to plant a 
lingering kiss upon his lips. 


All it took was just that one kiss, that one taste of fresh 
desire, and Johnny Lee and Trent came together in a 
powerful rush of heat, so intense it could have melted away 
the snow that fell around them. Pressing Trent hard against 
the thick trunk of the tree, Johnny Lee felt his cock growing 
thick and he realized he wanted this man, right here, now, 
as the snow fell and the cold attacked their bodies, he knew 
the desire that would flood out of him ... out of them, would 
keep their hearts afire. 


"| want you, Trent, here..." 


"Yes, yes, Johnny Lee, the distance | felt earlier ... even last 
night, | felt | would never see you again, taste you ... feel 
you,” Trent said, “and | couldn't live with that, it's why | 
opened myself up to, told you my name and where I'm from 
... and later, I'll tell you more, everything if that's what you 
want, but right now ... all | want is you." 


As if to prove his words, Trent tossed off his gloves, his coat, 
arms now given to greater flexibility. Johnny Lee allowed 
himself to be pushed against the tree this time, their past 
now in reverse, and he watched as Trent and Cutter both, 
two men who were now one, began to undress him, one 
button, then two, removing coat, shirt, exposing Johnny 
Lee's magnificent chest to the elements, flakes of snow 
catching in the thick whorls of hair, only to melt on near 
contact. Trent thrust his face into the dark mat while his 
fingers teased the hard nipples, hot to the touch, erect not 
from the cold but from Trent's touch. He dropped to his 
knees, his tongue following the furry swath down to where it 
disappeared beneath Johnny Lee's jeans. With quick 
motions, he unsnapped the jeans, unzipped, and the jeans 


slid down thick, hairy legs and to his ankles. Johnny Lee's 
hard cock bounced up, as if newly awake, a sword ready to 
conquer. 


"Suck it,” Johnny Lee urged. 


Trent offered up no protest, he just opened wide and 
swallowed the entire length of that impressive cock. Johnny 
Lee thrust deep, then pulled his cock back to where the tip 
teetered on the edge of his lips, pulsing, heated, only to 
thrust it back in, his actions repeated, his motions growing 
with exponential speed. Trent took every thrust, every inch, 
his hands cupping the hairy cheeks of Johnny Lee's ass. He 
sucked and sucked, time lost to him, the cold a non factor 
as he worked Johnny Lee toward climax, knowing he wanted 
every drop, to taste him and desire him. Johnny Lee let out a 
Sharp cry, and then he exploded, his come shooting into 
Trent's mouth and sliding down his throat in a display of 
power, his body's bucks uncontrollable. At last he pulled his 
spent cock out of Trent's mouth. He gazed down at the man, 
found him looking up, grinning. They were in agreement 
again, in sync. 


And they weren't done. 


Trent slid his pants down suddenly, unleashing his cock, 
exposing his smooth ass as he positioned his hands against 
the rough bark of the tree. 


"Fuck me, Johnny Lee, fuck me hard." 


Johnny Lee had anticipated such a thing happening, and he 
returned to Railway for his supply of lube and condoms, 
prepared his hungry cock, and that pulsing ass. Trent was 
urging him on, he couldn't wait any longer, fuck me, fuck 
me he kept crying out, and that's when Johnny Lee gave him 
all he wanted ... every inch he begged for. So there, in the 


shadow of the valley as the snow fell and the horses looked 
away, Johnny Lee, cowboy hat firmly atop his head, shirt 
open and furry chest brushing raw against Trent's back, 
thrust, thrust, thrust, with might and with desire and with a 
raw, powerful energy that surprised even himself, as though 
he and Trent were fucking for the first time, and he 
Supposed perhaps they were, that's what he told himself, 
now as he fucked and he thrust, and then as his cock blew 
and his come shot forth into Trent's ass, his voice 
proclaiming, “Yes, Trent, Trent, Trent, take it, take it ... 
ooooooohhhhhh." 


Just then Trent's own pulsing cock burst and his white come 
shot onto the trunk of the tree, drops caught in the rough 
contours of the bark. His breath escaped his lips, the mist 
clear in the air before them. But it was the only thing cold 
about this moment, their bodies still hot from their touch. 


"So, Trent,” Johnny Lee said, “I'm very glad to get to know 
you. Maybe you can now tell me what you do for a living." 


The response Johnny Lee received sent his laughter out over 
the valley, its echo swirling around the surrounding 
encasement of mountains, almost as if it would never die 
down, to be repeated, its masculine, hearty sound to 
accompany them the rest of the day, down the mountain 
and back into the waiting warmth of the Big House, where 
they would come together in another explosive, powerful 
rush of heat, desire, and flames. 


"I'm a firefighter,” Trent had answered. 


* OK OOK OX 


Somehow the week flew by and eventually Trent's day to 
leave arrived. A reluctant, but satiated, sexually satisfied 
Johnny Lee Capstone was standing on the porch as he 


watched Trent Rodgers packing his bags into the trunk of his 
rental car, his transient existence coming to an end, his 
regular life awaiting him. His bags hidden away, Trent 
walked back to the porch, got no further than the first step. 
For Johnny Lee, to let him cross the threshold would mean 
he might pull him back, take him again, again, maybe even 
not letting him leave. Instead, he swallowed what he wanted 
and spoke what had to happen. 


"Let's make a new promise right now,” Johnny Lee said, 
tipping his cowboy hat up, exposing the liquid brown of his 
eyes. 


"What's that?" 


"We agree that we part now, as friends and as lovers, two 
men who once found in each other solace, understanding, 
need, and yes, even love ... and lots of incredible sex. The 
past six years, they remain very special to me, but | know 
that next year ... it can't happen. We have new lives to live 
—you need to be free to find someone with whom you can 
Share your life. Go home to your village of White Pine and 
find what awaits you there. Tell your father about your true 
self, | never felt freer than when | told the General | was 


gay. ul 


"The General and Fire Chief Paddy Rodgers, not so sure they 
share the same open mind." 


"You'd be surprised." 
"And what about you, Johnny Lee?" 


"Oh, | can take care of myself,” he said, “always have, 
always will." 


Trent leaned forward, planted a kiss on Johnny Lee's lips, his 
fingers slipping inside the open-necked shirt to play, one 
last time, with the dense mat on his chest, twirling thick 
tufts in his fingers as he accepted another kiss, another, and 
then finally, they parted, Trent with a bright smile to his 
handsome face, Johnny Lee knowing his own expression was 
one of regret. 


"| won't forget you, Johnny Lee Capstone,” he said, “you or 
your fabulous chest." 


Johnny Lee aimlessly scratched at his chest, fingers lost in 
the dark thicket. He liked how the soft his hair felt, 
remembered how Cutter's ... Trent's face had felt nestled 
against the furry mat, too, as they fell asleep in the shadow 
of flickering fires. Tonight he would sleep alone, the cold 
would penetrate beneath his hairy self. He would stare at 
the ceiling, wishing he could see the stars. When he looked 
back up, his smile was crooked. “I won't forget you ... either 
of you." 


Soon the car was heading down the snowy driveway, 
disappearing around the bend, not unlike when the General 
and Georgia had done so just a week ago. Trent let out one 
honk of the horn, and Johnny Lee stood there on the porch 
awaiting the second one, realizing after awhile it wasn't 
coming. Their special code in which one blast announced his 
arrival or departure, the other to say I'll be back, was no 
longer, as their yearly trysts were no longer, as well. 


Johnny Lee dipped the brim of his hat over his eyes, hiding 
what he didn't wish the world to see. 


Then he made his way toward the stables, saying, “Okay, 
Sumpter, it's your turn for a spin, if | don't stretch you out 
Georgia will have my hide,” and when the gentle horse 


neighed in response, Johnny Lee Capstone laughed loudly. 
For now, the ranch was all his, and the solitude called to 
him, it's just who he was. Trent would go on to find love, he 
was sure of that, and as for the General and his beloved 
Georgia, they'd be back to fill his world with the wonder that 
was family, and so too would new guests and potential 
lovers arrive, newfound relationships with those men as 
fleeting as life itself. Johnny Lee sighed as he stared out at 
the Smoky Mountains, saw that it was starting to lightly 
Snow again, anticipating being snowed in, possibly for the 
next week and beyond. But why worry about things you 
couldn't control, Johnny Lee realized, all that mattered was 
today. Why start wishing for something else when you could 
just appreciate the here, the now, all that you already have. 
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